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" Lovest thou praise ? The Cross is shame ; 
Or ease ? The Cross is bitter grief. " 
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CHAPTER I. 



AN UNEXPECTED LETTER. 




AMES GREENWAY and his wife 



story begins, but the cottage had never been 
brightened by a child's voice — except some 
chance visitor from among the juvenile neigh- 
bours — and all hope of such a blessing lay 
back among other things of the past. 

But they were a happy couple in so far as 
this world went — the husband sober, indus- 
trious, kind — the wife thrifty and good-tem- 
pered. It is really wonderful sometimes to 
note the excellent qualities which exist in 
many who have no religious hope or feeling ! 
it makes us realize how that one addition must 



Alice had been married more than 
thirteen years at the time that this 
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ennoble and perfect that which is already so 
fair to look on. 

It was on one of the loveliest days of Jnne 
that a letter arrived at the Greenways* cot- 
tage, a rare event in the daily lives of these 
simple working-folk who have not much need 
to write, nor much facility for doing it if the 
need existed. A lovely June day indeed — the 
foliage of the trees still keeping much of its 
spring freshness, the daisies and buttercups 
still brightening the fields, though the wild 
roses were peeping out in the hedges. Alice 
Greenway, standing at her cottage-gate for 
a minute or two in the sunshine, thought 
what a pretty village Hammersley was, and 
pitied those whose lot compelled them to be 
shut up in close towns. 

She felt no interest in the postman's ap- 
proach as she saw him coming nearer and 
nearer. When he stopped short just close to 
her, she thought it was for a chat; but to 
her surprise he held out a letter, and to her 
still greater surprise it clearly bore her 
husband's name : 

" Mr. James Greenway, 

" Hammersley, Kent." 
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" Dear heart 1" cried Alice, in her extreme 
astonishment, " I wonder who can have taken 
the^trouble to write to ns !" 

"You'll find that out if you look inside/' 
said the postman with a laugh. " Good- 
morning to you, missis." 

His advice was not immediately followed, 
for Mrs. Greenway seemed as if the cover of 
her letter possessed some special interest — if 
one could judge by the fact that she turned 
it round and round, examined the seal and 
the stamp, and convinced herself that the 
postmark was London. 

" London ! and I never was there in all my 
life; and James only went once for a day's 
pleasuring, five years ago come August," she 
said to herself. " It can't be for him, surely 
— and yet the name is plain enough to read." 

She went in from the gate and sat down in 
her tidy little kitchen to consider afresh what 
this might mean, laying the letter carefully 
on the wooden table, and eyeing it much as if 
it was possible that it might vanish as unex- 
pectedly as it had come. 

" It can't be from James's brother's wife's 
sister, that went away to service soon after 
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we were married/' she reflected, "for I 
never heard of her being in London ; and if 
she was there, she'd have no call to write to 
me, seeing we never knew each other. Dear, 
dear! who could think of sending a letter 
to such a3 we !" 

It was still some five minutes before she 
followed the postman's advice and broke the 
seal. When she did so, her bewilderment 
was in nowise diminished, for the writing 
was small, and not very clear, and Mrs. Green- 
way was but a poor scholar even under the 
easiest conditions. 

" Now, if it had been large and plain, like 
the outside of the envelope, I might have 
made it out/' she exclaimed. "As it is, 
beyond a word here and there that seems 
to have no meaning in it, I can't read it. 
I'll step round to Mrs. Barclay's at once, 
and maybe catch one of the children who 
has learned reading and writing at school — 
that is the best thing I can do." 

She rose up and went out — there was no 
occasion in the quiet little village of Ham- 
mersley for locked doors — taking her way 
down the lane which led directly to the main 
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street, where Mrs. Barclay kept a small 
shop for the sale of almost anything which 
might be convenient to her neighbours to 
possess. 

There was conscious dignity in Mrs. Green- 
way's look and bearing as she went her way — 
the dignity of one who has a London cor- 
respondent. It might be the news of some 
stroke of good fortune which that letter con- 
tained; it might tell of money left which 
would raise James above all need to work 
daily in his carpenter's shed ; but as these 
solutions of the enigma passed through the 
woman's mind she forgot that there existed no 
one in the world who was at all likely to have 
endowed them with sudden means of inde- 
pendence. 

" Good - morning, Mrs. Greenway ! what 
makes you in such a hurry this morning?" 
cried a clear young voice. It startled her 
so that, as she was wont to say in relating 
the occurrence, you might have "knocked 
her down with a feather," for at the first 
moment no one was visible, look which way 
she might; then a boy came clambering 
over a gate close by, and the terrified 
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woman grew calm as she recognised the 
Squire's son. 

I ought to have told you before that 
Hammersley possessed its Squire, and its 
" great house not such a very great 
house as you and I should decide, but such 
things are comparative, and to the village 
people "Old Court" represented grandeur. 
There were three young Marshalls — frank, 
bright boys, who ran wild in their recrea- 
tion times, when their tutor had relaxed his 
hold on them, and were on the most sociable 
terms with the poorer inhabitants of Ham- 
mersley. It was the eldest of these, an 
urchin of twelve years old, who had dis- 
cerned Mrs. Greenway's bonnet from afar, 
and now came precipitately over the five- 
barred gate to inquire the reason of her 
hurried walk to the village at such an early 
hour. 

"Dear! and I am glad Fve met you, 
Master Ernest," she said, "for it's a good 
step to Mrs. Barclay's, and will throw me 
all behind with my work. Would you do 
me the favour, sir, to read me a letter that 
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came this morning, and has put me so 
about I scarcely know what Fm doing ?" 

"All right, give it here;" and Ernest 
Marshall held out his hand for the precious 
document. 

" It's from London, sir," said Mrs. Green- 
way solemnly. 

"Ah, so I see. Jolly place London! 
only wish I lived there ! Will when Pm a 
man. Well, this is spelling !" and he burst 
into a laugh and began to read aloud : 

" ' DERE MR. GREENWAY, 

" ' this cums hopping to find you 
quite well as thank God it leves me at 
prezent only its poor Mary Parker as was 
wunce Mary Green way as is very ill and 
like to die and you won't see her no more 
unless you come immejate. So no more at 
present from yours trewley, 

" ' Ann briggs.' " 

"Ann Briggs!" cried the listener, "I 
never heard tell of her; but Mary Parker — 
why that is James's very own sister, as 
married a soldier years back, and went 
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away to foreign parts, and never since 
heard of! Mary very ill and like to die, 
and in London, too ! well, this is news. 
What ever shall I do, Master Ernest ?" 

"Do!" and his eyes opened wide in sur- 
prise that she could see difficulty in so 
clear a case; "why cut up to London 
and see the poor thing of course. If you 
looked sharp, you might ride in to the town 
with Coleford; his cart comes along about 
this time. You'd catch the next train, and 
be there in three or four hours. Shall you 
remember the address? 2, Eagle Street, 
Stepney." 

"Eagle Street, Stepney," repeated Mrs. 
Greenway mechanically ; " but bless you f 
Master Ernest, I couldn't go to London. 
I've never been farther than Ashford in all 
my life, and I'm hard on forty years old." 

" Ob, that's not much," said the boy. " If 
you were seventy, there would be some ex- 
cuse ; but forty and never seen London ! 
well, it's time you did, and that's all I can 
say." 

" I must go and speak to James," continued 
Mrs. Greenway, iu a troubled voice ; " for all 
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lie can't bear to be hindered in his work, it's 
only right as he should hear this." 

" Good-bye/' cried the Squire's son, who 
was due at home in five minutes. 

"Good-day to you, Master Ernest, and 
thank you," was the answer, and Mrs. Greenway 
turned back towards her home, for the work- 
shop of " Hodges, carpenter and builder," 
with whom her James was foreman, lay nearer 
to the cottage than to Hammersley main 
street. 

She could see him from a yard or two off, 
for he was near the open door — a finely-built 
man with an honest Saxon face, of whom any 
wife would be proud; but still there was a 
hard look about his mouth which seemed to 
say that, on occasions, he could make himself 
feared also. Alice was particularly conscious 
of this at the moment, for when they were a 
young couple he had laid down the law that 
he was never to be disturbed by u women- 
folk" during the working-hours; she only 
hoped that upon such an unusual occasion as 
this, when news had come from London of 
his long-absent sister, he would overlook the 
offence. 
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" James !" she said, coming up to the door ; 
and at her awe-struck whisper he turned 
with a heavy frown upon his face. u James, 
it's not my fault Pve come — it's this," and 
she held out the letter. 

He flung down his plane, and came outside 
to read it; but as he gathered the facts of the 
case his face relaxed and softened. "Mary 
dying — away up in London!" he exclaimed. 
" Mary dying, and wanting me, too. I wonder 
where's that good-for-nothing husband of 
hers !" 

The wife stood mutely waiting; had she 
dared, she would have ventured an appeal 
against a London journey, but silence seemed 
safer. 

" Get home, Alice/' said James gently ; 
ss get home and make yourself ready to start 
soon after noon. Fll speak a word to the 
master, and he'll not grudge me a couple of 
days away from the workshop." 

"We're to go to London !" said Alice trem- 
blingly. 

" Yes, we're to go to London without losing 
any time," he answered. " Do you think I'd 
let poor Mary lie there dying and wanting 
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me without starting off at once? It's none 
so far when all's said and done." 

"Very well, James/' and his wife turned 
away meekly, for, apart from her settled 
belief in his wisdom, she perceived that in the 
present instance their duty was clear. Never- 
theless she was greatly disturbed by the 
prospect before her, and had scarcely gained 
her kitchen than her mingled feelings found 
vent in a burst of tears. 

When she had recovered herself a little 
she glanced round with much the feeling of 
one who looks on dear and familiar objects 
for the last time. 

The crockery on the dresser-shelves, the 
tins on the wall, the brass candlesticks on the 
mantelshelf — ah, they carried her mind back 
to the old days when she and James had been 
building their home-nest, this bought now, 
that bought later, money earned and put by 
carefully till it amounted to enough to make 
some other purchase. As she thought of 
these things she wondered into whose hands 
they would fall if she never came back to 
Hammersley alive. 

For to venture on a railway journey was, in 
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poor Mrs. Greenway's opinion, to incur immi- 
nent danger of sudden death. Upon the few 
occasions when she had been obliged to 
entrust herself to the power of the locomotive, 
every whistle, every sound seemed to herald a 
catastrophe ; and yet her journeys had been of 
the briefest — nothing approaching to the 
length of this journey to London. 

And the risks and dangers of the great city 
itself, if safely reached, were terrible in her 
eyes. Here and there, on her quiet way through 
the world, she had culled items of news which, 
blended together, had fixed upon her mind 
the assurance that London was a place in 
which neither throats, pockets, nor principles 
were safe from violence; so it was scarcely 
surprising that she made her preparations for 
starting in much grief of heart, that her tears 
fell over the potatoes she had to pare for the 
noontide dinner, and that she sobbed outright 
upon the small bundle which formed their only 
luggage. 

" I can as good as see myself brought in at 
the door a hopeless corpse, and laid out up- 
stairs with bunches of southernwood round 
me \" she said to her nearest neighbour, one 
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Mrs. Jenkins, who had been called in to 
sympathize, and also to promise to keep her 
eye upon the outside of the cottage, and the 
key in some safe hiding-place which locked 
its inside possessions. 

" Ah, don't take on so, my poor dear," said 
Mrs. Jenkins, weeping a little in unison ; for 
she had been born and reared in Kent, and 
fully agreed that it was a perilous matter to 
pass the limits of one's own county. " Let's 
hope you'll be brought back safe home, as 
many are ; but I'm bound to own these rail- 
ways seem chancy sort of things. If it were 
me, I'd rather trust to my legs and a lift in 
some cart between times." 

" It wouldn't do now when Mary is dying," 
replied Mrs. Greenway, with a sorrowful shake 
of the head. st I wouldn't dare mention such 
a thing to James — and him so fond of her 
when they were children together, and giving 
up a good two days' work as it is ! But if I 
never come back alive, you'll be neighbourly 
enough to see that my silver teaspoons, and 
the china tea-service, and the best tea-tray 
don't go to ruin through neglect, won't 
you ?" 

2 
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" To be sure, I'll do anything that lies in 
my power/' said Mrs. Jenkins warmly. 
" We've always been good friends, you and I, 
since we were girls together ; but don't let 
your mind keep running on hopeless corpses, 
there's a good creature. Please God, you'll 
be back among us safe and well ; and He's 
over all, whether they're far or whether they're 
near." 

"Ah, that's true," said the other woman 
vaguely; her mind was still running on do- 
mestic things. 

"Yes, it's true/' continued Mrs. Jenkins, 
wishing to press her advantage ; for in her 
simple fashion she was a God-fearing soul, 
and had often grieved over her neighbour's 
indifference. "It's true, and yet we're in- 
clined not to think much of how God is with 
us always, and that there's no passing out of 
His sight, no matter how far we go. I'd say 
a prayer to Him if I were you, Mrs. Greenway ; 
it would, leastways, quiet your mind." 

" Maybe it would," was the answer ; " but 
don't say any more about it, for with one thing 
and another I'm flustered enough already. 
And here's James, and I suppose he'll be % 
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for starting as soon as his bit of dinner's 
swallowed/' 

She was right in this conjecture, and the 
first train to London after noon saw the 
Greenways on their journey. 



2—2 
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NO. 2, EAGLE STREET. 

flONDON was at its very best and 
brightest that beautiful afternoon. 
The sun was still shining when the 
travellers from Hammersley had got over 
the bustle of the terminus and were making 
their way to Stepney; but in Mrs. Green- 
way's judgment it was close, murky, dull. 
And as she turned the corner of the dingy 
street, where they expected to find her hus- 
band's sister, she said, " I don't wonder she's 
dying, poor thing ; it's more wonder to me 
that anyone can live here" 

It occurred to them both that they knew 
very little about the circumstances of the case 
— whether the "Ann Briggs" of the letter 
was the person to be asked for; however, 
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their doubts were set at rest by the appear- 
ance of a respectable-looking girl, who at 
the sight of them exclaimed, "Oh, it's the 
party that's ill you want, isn't it? — Mrs. 
Parker." 

James Greenway was beginning to ex- 
plain that he came by request received in a 
letter that morning, but she stopped him 
with a quick, " Oh, I know ; it's all right. I 
wrote the letter for her seeing she was too 
low, and the little girl nothing better than 
. a baby; she's been lodging with me and 
mother this three months." 

" Little girl — three months!" — the man 
repeated the words as he stumbled up the 
dark stairs, followed by his wife. It seemed 
extraordinary to him that Mary should have 
a little girl, when all through the afternoon 
he had been thinking of her as she was in 
her childish days ; it seemed stranger still 
that she should lodge three months in such 
a miserable place as that, and not send a 
message to him till she was dying. 

It did not seem so very long since they 
had been boy and girl — a big boy and a 
tiny toddling girl, of whom he was told to 
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take such care ! It did not seera so very 
long since they stood by their mothers bed, 
and she had joined their hands together and 
bidden them always love each other. He 
meant to work for pretty Mary, and protect 
her ; but she was gay and merry, and could 
not bear the dulness of the sleepy little 
Kentish village. So she had gone off to a 
large town, and apprenticed herself to a 
dress-maker ; and the next news that came 
was that she was married to a soldier, and 
going away from England at once. 

Married at sixteen! James had been angry, 
and hurried off to Portsmouth as soon as he 
could get away, but it was too late ; he only 
heard that his sister was gone — he only found 
that her husband bore an undesirable character. 

From that day — it was fourteen years back 
—he had never heard her name until now. 
Fourteen years ! why, Mary was a woman now 
of thirty; and yet he murmured to himself, 
" Poor lass ! poor lass ! it's young to die." 

He started back, though, as the girl of the 
house ushered him into that small, high-up 
room. Could this possibly be his pretty rosy 
sister? this emaciated woman, whose large 
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eyes met his so mournfully, and whose face 
seemed that of some one he had never seen 
before. 

Perhaps he might have thought there was 
some mistake in his summons, only she ap- 
parently recognised him, and murmured, 
" James ! how kind — how good !" 

He had never been in such a room before — 
never seen anyone looking so white and death- 
like since the far-off day when he had his 
mother's last kiss. He went up and took 
the wasted hand; but he was so much at a 
loss what to do next, that it was some relief to 
beckon his wife forward from where she stood 
just inside the door, 

" Here's my missus, and a right good one 
she's been this many a year. Alice Hamer 
she was before she was married; you mind 
the name of Hamer, over at Grazeleigb, next 
village to ours, Mary ?" 

" I am afraid — I forget so many things," 
said the sick woman. " It's long ago, James, 
since I saw Hammersley; and Pve been far 
away and had so much trouble, losing three 
children and my husband." 

" There was something said about a little 
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girl by the young person that showed us up," 
said Mrs. Greenway, feeling it proper to take 
part in the conversation. " I'm fond of chil- 
dren, though it never pleased th' Almighty to 
give me one of my own," and she glanced 
round the room inquiringly. 

" I've got one dear little girl — the last born," 
and the dark eyes filled with tears. s( Esther 
she's called — just six years old, and like a 
woman for sense. Mrs. Briggs took her down 
for a bit, thinking it wasn't well for her to sit 
here all day; but she'll come directly." 

" And how do you find yourself, Mary f " said 
James Greenway, taking a chair near to her 
pillow, " I hope you* ve had the doctor fetched." 

" Oh yes ; he's been here very often this last 
month." 

" And doesn't he tell you that you want a 
little fresh air to get you round, my poor 
girl?" 

She shook her head — she could not speak 
for her fast-falling tears. 

' ' Come, come, don't fret," said her brother 
kindly. "Me and the misuss are going to 
get a bed somewhere near by, and we shan't 
be starting home till to-morrow. Don't you 
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think you could come along with us ? Hara- 
mersley air would do wonders for you." 

" I wish I could — oh, how I should like it !" 
she exclaimed; "but it can't be, James. I 
was ill when I came to England three months 
ago ; but working so hard to keep myself and 
Esther has been too much for me, and now I 
shall never be better." 

" Don't, my dear, don't give way !" 
said Alice, greatly moved by her distress. 
" For the sake of the little girl, don't talk 
so." 

"Ah, my little darling! my poor, pretty 
Esther!" sobbed the mother; and then with 
sudden energy she grasped her brother's 
hand and spoke swiftly — eagerly. "It's be- 
cause of the child I wanted to see you, James. 
I knew when I got married secretly that it 
would anger you against me. For myself I 
never should have asked anything of you, but 
Esther — she's so good and so pretty, you'll be 
kind to her and give her a home till she's 
old enough to work ; won't you, James ? 
God will be sure to make it up to you in 
blessing." 

"Ay, that I will," he answered, "and 
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glad " but what more he might have said 

was stayed by his wife's words. 

"Don't let a thought of the little one 
trouble you, you poor dying creature," she 
cried, and tears streamed down her comely 
face. " There's nothing been wanting to our 
home but a child to make us young again; 
and yours shall find a father and a mother 
in us, I promise you. I'd like to take 
you both down to Hammersley, though, to- 
morrow, and see if we couldn't manage to 
bring you round. I've not much faith in 
doctors myself, and how some folks can take 
their rubbish, believing any good will come of 
it, is more than I can understand." 

" It's neither air nor medicine that will do 
me good," said Mary. "But my heart is 
lightened of a heavy load, knowing that my 
little girl will be taken care of. James, I'd 
like to say one word more. I was a giddy 
creature in the old times, but trouble taught 
me many things; it taught me, above all, 
that there's only One who can help us much in 
life or death, and I hope I've made my peace 
with God long ago. You'll teach Esther to 
be good 1 She's been used to say her prayers 
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and such- like, but being such a little child, she 
might forget if there's no one to remind her of 
all she's learned right. You'll promise me 
that ? — you and your wife," and the large eyes 
turned on both her companions. 

There was an awkward silence. What were 
they to say — these people to whom God had 
never been more than a name, and a name 
r arely heard in their home, and only then as 
part of some thoughtless or unmeaning ex- 
clamation ? At last Greenway spoke, but his 
words came slowly, a»d he looked confused. 

"I don't know how it's come about," he 
said, "but somehow we haven't been nigh 
church or chapel these many years. I suppose 
it's through working hard all the week; one 
wants a bit of rest come Sunday. But you 
mustn't fret, Mary; if you don't get well 
again, and the little girl comes to us, we'll do 
our best to please you. There's the old Bible 
at home — mother's, you know— that we've so 
often looked at together, when you were such 
a little one, Mary ! I'll get it down and 
learn her to read a bit as best I can." 

A sigh broke from her — it seemed such a 
poor promise to trust to where her child was 
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concerned ! " Mother's Bible !" she said. 
(t Ah, how well I seem to see it before me! 
Don't you recollect, James, that I always 
wanted you to find me the picture of Christ 
in the storm, saying, 'Peace/ to the winds 
and the waves V 

" Yes, I do. And I liked Daniel in the 
den of lions best, and things of that sort. How 
long it seems ago, doesn't it, Mary ? and I 
never should have thought of it if you hadn't 
brought it all to my mind by talking of little 
Esther. Isn't she coming to see her aunt and 
uncle ?" 

" I fancied I heard her voice a minute ago," 
she answered ; and as they ceased talking to 
listen, there certainly was the sound of a 
child's footstep on the stairs, and next moment 
the door was pushed open, and a tiny creature 
with dark eyes and a wealth of fair waving 
hair walked in. 

"Mother, are you any worse?" she said, 
running forward ; but before she reached the 
bed, Mrs. Greenway had caught her up with an 
expression of admiration. 

" You pretty lamb !" she said ; u don't you 
know that Fm your aunt, and over there's 
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your uncle James, as loves you dearly f Go 
and give him a kiss, darling; he's fond of 
little girls." 

The child got down from this stranger's 
knee, and walked fearlessly round to the big 
man on the other side. 

" I know about you if you are Uncle J ames," 
she said. "I always say something in my 
prayers for you." 

" Bless your little heart I" exclaimed Green- 
way. " I've got no nice little girl down in 
my home in the country; I want to take you 
there, my dear— you and mother." 

"The country," she repeated. "That 
means trees and fields — the sea, perhaps V 1 

" Well, no ; I can't say as we're near the 
sea in our part of Kent," he answered. " But 
there's fields and trees and flowers enough to 
please you." 

" I shall like to come," said the child ; and 
then climbing gently on the bed, she said, 
" Mother, can you go there f Will it tire 
you too much ? It would be very nice after 
this." 

"Suppose you go first, darling," said the 
sick woman; but little Esther shook her 
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head and said "no," she would not "leave 
mother." 

They wisely spoke of other things then, 
seeing that the child's lips trembled, and she 
was scarcely able to restrain a burst of grief ; 
and very soon the Greenways took their 
leave, for they had to seek a lodging in this 
unattractive, unfamiliar London. But before 
they went, James inquired into his sister's 
wants, and finding she expressed none, took 
care to question the landlady, the result being 
the arrival of several little things which the 
doctor had ordered, and poor Mrs. Parker had 
not been able to afford. 

" She's mortal bad," said the man, when he 
and his wife were lodged for the night a few 
doors from Mary. " There's a look about her 
that brings back my mother — just at the 
last." 

"Yes, and talking so religious, that's a 
very bad sign," Mrs. Greenway remarked. 
" I've noticed it before in sick people, and I 
never knew one who talked so as got over it — 
never I" 

"Tut, tut, Alice!" said her husband, half 
smiling j "you haven't been used to that kind 
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of talk. There's a many people that Tve 
known live to a good old age for all they've 
been to church regular, and got Scripture 
pretty well at their fingers' ends. There was 
my mother — as pious as ever woman could 
be \" 

" Ah, but she died after all," exclaimed Mrs. 
Greenway, who did not easily relinquish an 
opinion. 

"Well, then there's our neighbour, Mrs. 
Jenkins. She's a good church-going soul/' 

" And laid up regular every winter with in- 
flammatioD, to say nothing of rheumatics, 
whenever the weather sets in damp ! She 
won't last long, it's plain." 

" Ah, wife, you're set upon having your own 
way," said Greenway ; " but I'm thinking it 
isn't religion that makes the difference in 
people's health — except, indeed, by keeping 
them sober and honest it may keep them in 
the world a bit longer! And it came into 
my mind when poor Mary was talking so 
earnest-like about the little girl that you and 
me might be all the happier and the better if 
we were more like her." 

"We've been happier than most as it is, 
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and enjoy better health than many," replied 
Alice calmly. " But I'm always agreeable to 
anything you wish, so long as it's in reason," 
she added. 

Nothing more was said between them just 
then, but this village carpenter was pondering 
many things in his heart, which had never 
found place there before, and which had been 
born within him while he sat by his dying 
sister; and a sort of resolution was in his 
mind to try "being religious," but he had no 
more idea how to begin than some untaught 
heathen. 

Ah, there are many heathen in our fairest 
and most peaceful villages ! — there is an ig- 
norance (sometimes a depth of miserable sin) 
in rose-covered cottages which could not be 
surpassed in the very worst of the slums and 
alleys of our great metropolis. So, in a purely 
natural manner, both James and Alice Green- 
way were honest-living people, but as yet their 
hearts were all untouched by light and grace. 

When they went to see poor Mary Parker 
the next morning, she seemed better, brighter, 
even stronger — it made them urge her anew 
to go down with them to Hammersley ; but as 
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she could not be persuaded, it sent them home 
in tolerable cheerfulness, after promising an- 
other visit before long. 

" It's an awful place is London," said Mrs. 
Greenway, when her neighbour came out to 
greet her. " It's enough to be the death of 
anyone that's not born to it ! But we're safe 
home, which is more than I expected when I 
turned this key and heard my own door close 
behind me." 

"Well, it's a good thing over," was the 
reply ; " and pleasant, too, to feel you've seen a 
place folks talk so much of, and got back to 
Hammersley none the worse." 

"Ah, but mayhap we shall have to make 
the journey again before long," and then 
Alice gave a detailed account of all that had 
happened. Mrs. Jenkins was the mother of 
several children, and cried heartily at the 
thought of the loss which was hanging over 
little Esther. 

Two days later, a second letter was brought 
to the Greenways' cottage, and it told of a 
death, sudden at the last, but peaceful. " The 
little gurl is krying, and taking on dreddful," 
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wrote Ann Briggs. a She says she wants her 
unkel james." 

When James Greenway read this, he started 
off for London, not even waiting for his wife's 
company. Thus it was that little Esther came 
to Hammersley. 
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THE OLD PICTUEB BIBLE. 

j|N three months from the time of the 
little orphan's adoption, she was the 
pet and the darling of the village. 
Some of the people remembered her mother, 
and would, for her sake, have made much of 
the child; but she was a sweet, engaging 
little creature, whom everyone must surely 
love, unless their hearts were cold indeed. 

To Alice Greenway it was as if some new 
life had come — the full happy life to which, 
in her earliest married days, she had sometimes 
looked forward; and as no child had ever 
come to bless her, no little lips had called her 
by the sweet name of mother, Esther seemed 
in all respects her very own. 

It was something to see tall James Green- 
way walking proudly through Hammersley, 
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with that tiny hand clinging to his large one, 
and the child's voice raised to its highest as 
she called his attention to the different people 
or things which seemed attractive to her. 

It was something to see Alice Greenway's 
pride when the little girl was dressed and her 
blond hair had been made to shine like satin 
by much brushing. And when she spoke of 
Esther to her neighbours, it was as if no child 
so good and obedient, and withal so pretty, 
had ever walked this earth before. 

She was very intelligent for her short seven 
years of life. She could describe to her aunt 
and uncle the ways and looks of the " funny 
people " with whom her earliest memories were 
associated; but no questioning would ever 
draw from, her a word about her dead father, 
for she only answered, " I promised mother 
not to tell you of him." 

Other promises also weighed upon her con- 
science, and from the first night of her arrival, 
when Mrs. Greenway would have hurried her 
to bed because she looked so white and wan, 
she insisted on kneeling down to say her 
prayers for the same reason, that she " pro- 
mised mother 
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" She looks like a little picture, kneeling 
there," said Alice, in relating this circumstance 
to her husband. "Fll leave the door ajar 
some night just so as you can see her without 
her knowing. It's pretty to hear her say, 
r Please, God, bless uncle and aunt.' " 

James was quite willing to take this sugges- 
tion, but the sight of that small kneeling 
figure and the reverent face, the sound of that 
earnest, serious voice so touched his heart, 
that he went back to his seat by the kitchen 
fire, drawing his rough hands across his eyes 
which had grown dim with sudden tears. For 
there was this difference between him and his 
wife. He had learned some religious truth 
from his mother — not very well or clearly, for 
she could only give out of her own little store 
of simple faith which accepts all but cannot 
explain — and though the long years had 
obliterated so very much, he still remembered 
that she had impressed on him the fact that 
we must pray for every blessing we need from 
God. 

Alice had been one of the Hamers — a family 
with the ignorant prejudice against religion 
which we have already seen in her own con- 
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versation. To them it 'seemed, as she said, a 
matter which referred to death and not to life, a 
thing quite proper for sick-beds, and as much 
belonging to them as the visits of a doctor, but 
otherwise of no practical use. 

Though she admired little Esther's obedi- 
ence to her dead mother, and thought there 
was a pretty sound in the words of prayer to 
God uttered by that childish voice, it seemed 
to her as if all this was something belonging 
to seven years old, something to " grow out 
of," as much as shoes and stockings and other 
garments would be grown out of. 

She was surprised then to find her husband 
plunged into such serious thoughts by listen- 
ing to a child's prayer. * 

" Alice," he had said to her, when she came 
back that evening after seeing Esther safely 
tucked up in bed, "it's come back to me 
what I promised poor Mary that day we 
went to see her for the last time. I can 
as good as hear her voice again, begging me 
to keep the little one up to what she had 
learned of good things, and I'll not break my 
word. There's the old Bible somewhere about ; 
just give it here and I'll have a look over it, 
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and see if anything comes clear to my mind 
which I can teach Esther." 

" You'll have to reach it down yourself then, 
James, for its too high for me; it's on the 
top shelf of the dresser, safe enough since the 
last cleaning." 

Greenway rose at once and easily possessed 
himself of the old worn book — such a copy of 
God's Word as, perhaps, some of us have not 
seen, and those who have, will associate it as 
something dear in a long-past childhood. The 
type, the paper, were different indeed to what 
we get now ; the rough woodcuts which illus- 
trated various passages were almost grotesque. 
But this rough carpenter was not the man to 
note its deficiencies, and so to him the pictures 
in his mother's old Bible were just as good as 
works of art. 

Mrs. Greenway had never turned its pages. 
She considered it a book which ought to be 
reserved for death-beds, and meanwhile care- 
fully dusted at proper intervals ; not put into 
everyday use I 

She crossed over now and stood by her 
husband's side, looking on as he opened upon 
the different illustrations, and asking ques- 
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tions which clearly proved that this was new 
ground she was treading. 

" Dear ! and whatever^ that V she ex- 
claimed, with undisguised surprise. " A man 
just in the very act of getting out of that big 
whale's mouth. There can't be truth in it, 
James, for it is clear against nature that 
anyone'd come out of a fish alive; and he 
looks alive/' added Mrs. Greenway with a 
thoughtful glance. 

" It is true, though ; for there's nought but 
truth in the whole Book/' said James firmly. 
"That's " he gave a look at the letter- 
press to make quite sure, and then went on 
rapidly. " It's Jonah, and it was a kind of a 
« — well, a meracle as I may say, by which God 
taught him what he'd done wrong." 

" I shouldn't like such meracles to be done 
nowadays," said the wife gravely. u It would 
give one a dreadful turn to see, if it happened 
to a neighbour — but then we don't have whales 
in these parts." 

Greenway had turned over many pages by 
this time ; he wanted to find the one which 
his dead sister had reminded him of as being 
her own childhood's favourite, and he had no 
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clear idea of which end of the big book it might 
be found in. 

u -There it is !" he cried, now in evident 
pleasure. " The little boat pitching right and 
left on the top of the big waves, that Mary 
always wanted me to turn up to. And there's 
Christ — Him that's coming to the side and 
stretching out His hand, Alice. There ought 
by rights to be another picture, showing how, 
when he did that and said a word, it grew 
calm/' 

" Well, how she could have liked to look at 
that is more than I can understand," remarked 
the astonished woman. " That's what I call a 
picture to keep one awake at nights, leastways 
if they've anyone belonging to them who's in 
the seafaring line, which, I'm thankful to say, 
we haven't," 

Greenway closed the old Book now, and sat 
back in his chair. 

" I must read a bit of it now and again with 
little Esther," he said thoughtfully. "The 
pictures are all very well, but it's the reading 
that's the most consequence, so my poor mother 
used to say." 

" If it's all about whales swallowing people 
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for doing wrong, and shipwrecks and storms, 
it'd be like to make the poor child dream bad 
o' nights, James/' said his wife. " I'd think 
twice, if I was you, before I read her those 
sort of things." 

" Ah, but there's a deal more," he answered 
— " pretty stories about people being cured of 
their sicknesses, and dead raised to life; about 
the shepherds watching their sheep at night, 
and hearing a beautiful song up in the heaven 
over their heads. The sight of the old Book 
brings back to me a lot of things that's in it, 
though not to say clear." 

Mrs. Greenway shook her head doubtfully* 
If pleasure could come to her ( ' master " and 
little Esther, she would be most unwilling to 
interfere with it, yet her husband's explana- 
tions did not carry to her mind a conviction that 
the result of his efforts would be desirable. 

The first experiment was not made upon the 
evening of the following day, for the little 
girl's bed-time came so soon after her uncle's 
return from work; but on the next Sunday, 
Greenway called Esther to him directly after 
breakfast, and said he had something to tell he r 

" Do you mind that time when me and your 
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aunt came to London to see your poor mother ?" 
he began; and the child nodded, and fixed 
her eyes earnestly on him. " Well, I told her 
that i£ ever you came to Hammersley to be 
our little girl, Pd get out your grandmother's 
old Bible and show you the pretty pictures 
and read you a bit. Would you like that, 
Esther ?" 

" Oh yes !" she cried. u Where is my grand- 
mother's old Bible, uncle ?" 

"It's up there," and he pointed to the shelf 
to which the tidy Alice had carefully returned 
it ; " but Pll reach it down presently." 

" Are the letters large, uncle ?" said Esther. 
t€ I can read some easy words when the letters 
are large. I was learning nicely before mother 
got so 111." 

" They're fairish," answered Greenway. 
" Not so large as some, and not so small as 
others Pve seen. Pll show you, Esther." 

They sat down together, the little one on his 
knee, with the Bible open before them on the 
kitchen table, and first he turned to the 
picture of Christ in the storm, having taken 
the precaution of marking the place when last 
he found it. 
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" There, my pretty !" he cried. " That's 
what your poor mother called her favourite 
picture when she was no bigger than you." 

Esther's glance was not altogether that of 
satisfaction. Her aunt, who was crossing the 
kitchen at the moment with a pie which was to 
be put in the oven, noticed this, and stood still. 

" Did mother really like it very much V 
said the child. "I have been on the sea, 
but it never looked at all like this — never 
once." 

" Ah, but you weren't ever on this sea," said 
Greenway. " That's what makes all the dif- 
ference, Esther; it isn't to be expected that 
one sea is exactly like another." 

" No ) perhaps that is it," and Esther looked 
thoughtfully at her uncle. " Please turn over 
to another." 

One by one he showed her all, but was dis- 
appointed that no expression of pleasure came 
over her little face. 

" Don't you care for 'em, darling ?" he said, 
looking rather cast down. " I thought you'd 
like to see the old Bible." 

" Bead to me, uncle ; I'd like that/* she an- 
swered; and Greenway began searching for 
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something he could manage. When all was 
so new and strange, a choice must needs be 
difficult. Esther, however, was ready with a 
suggestion. 

"I'd like a Psalm first — one of the little 
ones," she said — " and then about Christ and 
the children/' 

" Psalm ! Why, that's something that's 
sung, Esther," remarked her aunt, who had 
come in again from the back premises. 

' e Yes, I know ; but there's Psalms to read 
as well, Aunt Alice," she answered; "I can 
find the place, too ;" and 'after a little diffi- 
culty she did so, saying, " Now, please begin, 
uncle." 

Being but a poor scholar, and impeded in 
the present instance by a good deal of shy- 
ness, James Greenway's progress through that 
short Psalm, which begins, "I will lift up 
mine eyes to the hills, from whence cometh my 
aid," was slow indeed ; having finished it, he 
leaned back in his chair with the manner of 
one who has concluded a painful duty. 

(< Are you very tired, uncle dear?" said 
Esther prettily. " Can't you read a bit 
more?" 
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" Oh yes, dear, if it pleases you," lie an- 
swered : for to please Esther he would have 
done something far harder. "What shall 

it be r 

" Oh, about Christ," she answered ; " one of 
the pretty Testament stories, uncle. Which 
do you like best yourself ?" 

" Suppose you tell me the names of some of 
them," he answered cautiously. "It's long 
since I read any, my dear ; and my memory's 
short at the best of times, except about my 
work." 

"Well, there's the Bethlehem story — the 
little Baby born in a manger, and no one knew 
He was Christ except His Mother. The shep- 
herds went to see Him after, though, because 
the angels told them ; and the wise men from 
the East went next ; but no one else seemed 
to care." 

" That sounds very pretty," said Greenway# 
" What else is there ?" 

" Oh, so much, I can hardly tell you," she 
exclaimed. "About Christ going to the 
Temple when He was twelve years old ; and 
about when He grew up and did wonderful 
things, and was so kind to everyone, even 
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sinners. And then there's about the cruel 
way people treated Him, and His dying 
on the Cross. I always cry at that" she 
added. 

" Well then, we won't have it," said Green- 
way decidedly. " We can't have any crying 
over mother's old Book ; I only got it down to 
please you, my dear." 

" Don't you ever feel ready to cry when you 
think of Christ dying so ?" she asked, looking 
almost reproachfully at him. " For He did it 
for you and me and all of us ; so we ought to 
be sorry/' 

" Well, if ever I heard the like !" cried Mrs. 
Greenway. "What does the child mean, 
James ?" 

" She's in the right," he answered. " I've 
heard it long ago, though I don't know how to 
clear it up to you, Alice. Dying on a Cross, 
a thief on each side of Him — here it is as 
natural as possible," and he turned up to the 
picture. "But we won't read that, Esther, 
darling ; I wouldn't like to see you cry. Let's 
have about the little Baby in the manger," 

Esther was not very long this time in find- 
ing the place she wanted, and as her uncle 
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plodded through the chapter she followed him 
with rapt attention, prompting him now and 
then when he paused before a word. 

"I should like to have been alive then," 
said the child, when there was a pause. 
" Mother said it is better now, because He 
has died and gone to heaven to make ready 
for us ; and perhaps we might have been like 
the wicked people who would not believe He 
was the Son of God." 

" Maybe we might," said Greenway, feeling 
it a safe remark ; but Esther looked rebukingly 
at him. 

u Oh, uncle, do you really think so ?" she 
cried. " Could you have been like cruel 
Herod, and wished to kill the dear little Jesus, 
or like the people who nailed Him on His 
Cross r 

"Well, no, I don't believe I could," an- 
swered Greenway, " seeing it always goes 
against the grain with me to set my foot on 
even a beetle. No, Esther! I think I'm 
pretty safe in saying I wouldn't take the life 
of any fellow- creature, no matter how badly 
he'd used me." 

" Mother used to say that if we did not love 
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Christ now, we were as bad as those Jews, 
because we have been taught who He is, and 
we know all about His dying for us, and they 
did not. You do love Him, I suppose, 
uncle?" 

"Why not, little Esther?" he answered 
confusedly, not knowing how to reply to her. 

" I am glad you do. I only thought it so 
funny you never went to church; because 
you're not ill, like poor mother. I suppose you 
say your prayers when Fm asleep, Uncle 
James ?" 

He could not tell her Yes, he would not tell 
her No. Starting up from his seat and setting 
her gently on the floor, he exclaimed, " Why, 
there's the bells going. 'Calling the people 
to church/ as me and poor Mary used to say. 
Shall you and I go to church, Esther ? It's a 
fine day for late September." 

"Oh yes, please;" and the child danced 
round him in her pleasure, then bounded out 
of the kitchen to beg " Aunt Alice " to get her 
ready at once. 
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FINDING THE WAY. 

j|ELL, if this doesn't beat all ever I 
see that's wonderful !" said Mrs. 
Greenway to herself, as from her 
gate she watched her husband and little 
Esther walking in the direction of the old ivy- 
covered church. " The child fairly turns him 
round her finger ; however, I wouldn't say a 
word to hinder him going if it's to please her. 
I mind the time when I used to stop outside 
and hear them strike up singing, myself. I've 
something else to do now, though." 

Meanwhile the carpenter was trying to 
obtain some information about church-going, 
without a too candid betrayal of his ignorance. 

" Esther dear," he said, "I s'pose you 
used to go to church often with your mother, 
on Sundays," 
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"Always, uncle, till she had to lie in bed, 
and then there was no one to take me," 

" And I s'pose yon haven't only been to one 
church then, but to a-many." 

"Well, not many," said the child; "but 
more than one." 

" And were they all just alike — those you've 
been to, dear ?" he answered. 

" Oh no," she cried, in surprise. "Every- 
one was different, I think. Of course, some 
were big churches, and some were little, and 
some were more like rooms; but I don't mean 
that was all — the prayers and singing never 
seemed the same, uncle." 

"That's queer, too," responded Greenway. 
" One can never know what's going to be done, 
once one gets inside. I wonder now if I shall 
find our church service as long as it seemed to 
me when I was a boy — it were powerful long 
in those days, I plainly recollect." 

Esther was spared any occasion of reply, 
for they had just reached the gate leading 
into the churchyard, and it was amidst a good 
many of the Hammersley folk that the car- 
penter entered the old building, -which he had 
not seen the inside of since his childhood — he 
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had to sboop his head now to pass in at the 
low doorway. 

Hammersley was not a place where changes 
would have been popular, and the church had 
been submitted to no process of renovation or 
re-decoration since Greenway's boyhood. There 
were the forms set apart for the school-chil- 
dren, the pews with high sides like boxes, the 
two small stained-glass windows, on which he 
used to ponder when the sermon grew long 
and tedious. There was the squire's pew, 
which took up one side of the chancel, com- 
manding a good view of the congregation; 
there were the tablets on the walls, whose 
black lettering recorded the names of men and 
women once honoured in the village, but long 
dead and gone. 

The first part of the service seemed to slip 
by very quickly, for James was thinking of the 
old days ; but when the people began to sing, 
it recalled him to the present, and he put out 
his hand to help Esther mount upon the seat, 
which brought her more on a level with the 
other worshippers. The child seemed atten- 
tive and happy, and looked at him now and 
then with approval ; and by dint of memory, 
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combined with a close watch upon the move- 
ments of others, he managed very well. The 
only time when his little niece cordially disap- 
proved of him was, when the vicar went up 
into the pulpit, for at that juncture " Uncle 
James " carefully folded his blue cotton hand- 
kerchief for the protection of his head from the 
hard wood of the pew, and slept until the con- 
clusion. 

It was a glorious autumn Sunday. "Let 
us have a walk towards the wood, there's 
time enough," said Greenway, when they came 
out of church ; and he led little Esther 
onwards, pointing out to her the ripening 
blackberries and the reddening haws, and 
the active rabbits, running across the open 
glades and darting as quickly back into 
their hiding-places. By-and-by they came to 
the hazel-bushes, and the child laughed as the 
tall man raised his arm and brought down a 
cluster which some one else, perhaps, had 
passed by as quite unattainable. Still, withal, 
they were very quietly happy, for the sweet 
Sunday calm seemed hanging over the old 
wood, and neither Greenway nor his small 
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companion appeared to be disposed for very 
much talking. 

As they neared the cottage, its mistress was 
standing at the gate with an anxious expres- 
sion on her usually calm face. The Jenkins 
family had returned from church so long 
before, that she began to attribute her hus- 
band's delay to some untoward accident. 

"The child must be tired to death," she 
said, when she heard of the long walk. 
" Come right in, Esther, and get your dinner ; 
it's been ready to set on table this ten 
minutes." 

" Oh, Fm not hungry," said the little thing. 
"It's been so nice, Aunt Alice. Will you 
come next Sunday ?" 

Mrs. Greenway valued the invitation as a 
compliment. It was one of the many instances 
wherein Esther showed what the Hammersley 
people termed " such pretty manners." Still 
she was not tempted to accept it. 

" Who'd see to the dinner if I was running 
off to the wood, I'd like to know V 3 she an- 
swered good-humouredly. 

" Oh, we wouldn't go to the wood if there 
wasn't time/' said Esther. " I wish you went 
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to church with us, Aunt Alice, and then we 
would come straight home as soon as it was 
over." 

" Bless you, love, Fm not sure as I should 
like it when I got there ! The singing might 
be all very well, but the preaching and the 
praying would be too much for me ; and my 
mind would be running on the dinner and all 
sorts of things." 

But the little girl was in nowise discon- 
certed, and she stretched out her hand across 
the table in her earnestness, repeating, "I 
wish you would — oh do, Aunt Alice, to please 
me !" 

"Well, well, I'll see about it," said her 
aunt kindly : " some Sunday when there's 
cold meat in the house and a pie baked over- 
night;" and with this indefinite assurance 
Esther had to be content. 

That evening when the carpenter and his 
wife were alone by the fireside, they talked a 
good deal of this little adopted child of 
theirs. 

" Alice," said the man, after a pause, " I've 
been turning things over in my head to-day 
that don't often come there, and it seems clear 
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to me that it's no chance which makes them 
happen as they have done. There's many a 
feeling came into my heart to-day, such as 
I've not known since my poor mother died. 
Ah, wife, we've been all in the wrong, yon and 
I ! We've got a tidy home and every comfort 
that plain working-people can wish for; but 
we've never given a thought to God, Who, 'tis 
said, gives us all we have — 'tis a wonder He 
hasn't been hard on us." 

His tone had a strange earnestness, almost 
sadness in it. It impressed his wife power- 
fully, and she answered, "Well, James, if you 
think it's best to be religious, I suppose you 
must be in the right. We're getting on in 
life, and there's no saying what may happen. 
But what is it we've got to do ?" 

" Well, there you puzzle me," said Green- 
way seriously. u I must think it over and see 
if I can call to mind what my poor mother 
used to teach me and Mary when we were little 
ones. All I feel is that Esther has come to us 
as a sort of teacher, showing me, unconscious 
like, that there's something more to think of 
than this life. For all I've set store on my 
good name, Alice, it'd fare badly with me if I 
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was called to die as I am — I see it plainly. 
And life's a chancy sort of thing — there's 
many a younger man taken off at a shorter 
warning." 

" I'm sure youVe always been a good hus- 
band and a good neighbour, James," said Alice, 
beginning to shed tears freely, for such un- 
usual conversation troubled her, and produced 
the most gloomy forebodings. "And as for 
carpentering — well, if I was on my dying-bed, 
I wouldn't be afraid to say that if you left 
Hodges, t'would be long indeed before he got 
such another foreman." 

"Well, I do my best," said Greenway; 
" and I'm not saying that a good name is a 
thing to be despised. All the same, there's 
something wanting to you and me, wife — and 
it's religion." 

" I'm sure I'd make myself conformable to 
anything if I saw my way clear," she began. 
" What with one thing and another, it seems 
as if I hadn't time for church-going ; but if 
that'd make you happy, I wouldn't deny you it, 
James— only " 

€t Stop a bit," said Greenway. " There's a 
word come to me that our little lass let fall this 
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morning, wife. € We must ask G-od to give us 
what we want/ says she ; and though I don't 
rightly know how to ask Him, I'm thinking 
He'll see I want to do my best and lowering 
his voice, the carpenter put his hands together 
on the kitchen table and said, u I ask God to 
make me a religious man." 

Mrs. G-reenway shook her head doubtfully, 
not prepared to echo the supplication of which 
she understood so little ; but she made no 
further remark, and only scrutinized her hus- 
band's ways and looks rather narrowly during 
the next few days, to see whether any visible 
result came out of. this extraordinary state of 
mind. 

The only thing, however, which was notice- 
ably different was, that James seemed fond of 
reaching down the old Bible in the evening, 
and scanned its pages narrowly, sighing now 
and then as over some fresh difficulty. When 
Sunday came he started off for church at the 
first summons of the bells, and when a week or 
two had passed over their heads, he persuaded 
Alice to get her household work done, and to 
keep him and little Esther company. 

The effect upon her seemed, however, doubt- 
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ful j her chief interest centring in the dress 
and demeanour of the other members of the 
congregation. After one or two experiments, 
she announced her wish to be left at home. 

" I don't know how it is," she explained; 
"but I can't say as I feel any better for 
church-going. My mind isn't in the prayers, 
nor it isn't in the preaching. It keeps run- 
ning on what I've had to do through the week, 
or what I'm going to be about in the week to 
come. Pm fittest to stay in and see to you 
having a nice hot dinner, James; but if you 
and Esther'd rather go to church, I've nothing 
to say against it, Pm sure." 

"You'll get more used to it in time," re- 
sponded the carpenter. " Leastways, when I 
catch myself thinking of the workshop, I try 
and remember that a man at my age can't 
expect to take to new ways without a deal of 
trouble — it's much as it would be learning a 
new trade. But then if, after all's said and 
done, the new ways are the best ways, one 
mustn't mind if they don't sit easy at first ; 
and I'm clear on this point, wife, that we're in 
the right of it, though we don't quite under- 
stand it altogether." 
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"Well, yes, I suppose you're right in that," 
replied Alice ; " and then it's easier for you 
than me, because you learned your Catechism 
and your Bible when you were little." 

"What a wild young chap I was!" said 
Green way musingly. " Many's the time I've 
seen tears in poor mothers eyes when she was 
troubled about me, and many's the time lVe 
heard her say that it was well for a boy as had 
a father." 

" Depending on whether he was a good one," 
suggested the wife. "There's Stevens — it 
seems to me his boys couldn't learn anything 
but harm of him" 

The carpenter, however, did not seem in- 
clined to discuss the bad qualities of Stevens ; 
his thoughts had travelled back to his own 
past. 

" When our little Esther is saying over her 
hymns so pretty," he went on, " I could most 
fancy it was her mother at the same age. We 
must take care of Esther, wife, and see she 
doesn't turn giddy and wilful, as Mary did 
when she got on a bit. She saw for her- 
self, poor thing, the trouble that came of 
it." 
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" I don't see that we could do better by the 
child if she was our own/' said Mrs. Green- 
way. " Fm sure I feel the same as if she had 
been with us always ; and she's such a tractable 
little thing, that no one could help being fond 
of her." 

" She's right enough now," answered 
Greenway; "but it troubles me sometimes 
thinking how little were fit to have a child 
watching and copying us, and expecting us to 
teach her right. And there's no one to learn 
of, as far as I can see," he added. 

The conversation was checked by the en- 
trance of a neighbour, whose purpose seemed 
to be nothing more than to give a piece of 
news : one of the larger houses of Ham- 
mersley, which had been long untenanted, 
was taken at last, the board advertising it 
"To Let" already removed, and rumours 
were floating of immediate repairs being com- 
menced. 

In some places no special interest would 
have attached to the facts, but Hammersley 
was one of the districts in which the popula- 
tion does not increase, it goes away : thus 
there was almost excitement among the vil- 
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lagers at the prospect of unknown " gentry " 
settling among them. 

" A lady and gentleman — no family — so they 
say," was the woman's statement. " It seems 
a pity for only two people to come to a place 
like Uplands." 

" There'd be the servants," said Mrs. Green- 
way; "and maybe they'd keep a deal of 
company if, as you say, they come from 
London. It seems strange to think that Up- 
lands is let at last — it must have stood empty 
a couple of years." 

" More than that," said the visitor. " It's a 
good three years since our Lizzie went to place, 
and I always hoped to get her as under-house- 
maid at Uplands, so I made bold to go and 
speak to the lady. She said that if they were 
not just leaving Hammersley, Lizzie should 
have had a trial, and a week after that they 
were off to London. It's a full three years* 
neighbour Greenway, since Uplands has stood 
empty." 

Before the close of another day there was 
little else talked of in Hammersley besides the 
expected arrival of new inhabitants; the 
general interest seemed to run all the higher 
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because such scant information could be gained 
about them, and the work of renovation was 
eagerly watched by men, women, and children. 
It was November before s€ Uplands " assumed 
a habitable look outside, while within there was 
every sign of active preparation. It came out 
then that the name of the tenants was Farley, 
that there was only a gentleman and his wife, 
that they came from London, and were very 
pleasant elderly people. 

Mrs. Greenway's acquaintance with the great 
metropolis was, as we already know, of the 
most limited nature, and, imagining that Mr. 
and Mrs. Farley could only come from some 
such confined neighbourhood as that in which 
poor Mary Parker had lived and died, she 
was prepared to see two invalids, who should 
present a painful contrast to the healthy-look- 
ing inhabitants of Hammersley. 

When, therefore, she perceived a stout comely 
lady of, perhaps, sixty years issuing from the 
gate of Uplands in the company of a fine-look- 
ing old gentleman of about the same age, it 
was a surprise ; nor was she easily convinced 
that they were indeed the new-comers. 

Soon the whole place rang with news about 
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Mr. and Mrs. Farley. They had a little 
chapel, so it had been found out; and on 
Sundays anyone from the village would be 
allowed to go there. t€ And there's pictures 
and stattys," said the gossips, u such as never 
was in Hammersley before. 0 

Country-people are not, as a rule, inclined 
to look with favour on new-comers or new 
customs, and few indeed of the Hammersley 
folk were pleased to hear such tidings con- 
nected with Uplands. Why couldn't the 
Parleys go to the church just as the squire's 
family did ? they asked each other ; but that 
mystery was solved by the still more alarming 
nature of the second report. They were 
Papists ! 

Little Esther was playing with a favourite 
kitten when this was told in the Greenways' 
kitchen. She put "Sandy" down at once, 
and catching at her aunt's apron said, " What 
are Papists ?" 

"Did ever I hear such a child for ques- 
tions !" cried Alice. " She's that sharp, you'd 
never believe me, Mrs. Perkins " (Mrs. Perkins 
had brought the tidings), "catching up every- 
thing. Papists, my dear — well, they're no 
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good. I never thought as the day would 
come for Uplands to be took by Papists. 
You've seen the boys a-carrying Guy Fawkes 
round on the fifth of November, and a-burning 
of him after on the green ? Well, that's to do 
with Papists, though I can't rightly say how — 
they used to try and make disorder in the 
country, I've heard tell; but you wouldn't 
understand, being so little, Esther." 

" I should like to see the pretty chapel/' said 
the child ; " I shall ask uncle to go there on 
Sunday and take me." 

She did make this request, and James 
Greenway did not refuse it, though his wife 
reproached him rather severely for his com- 
pliance. 

"It'll make folks dislike you so as never 
was," she said ; " I shouldn't wonder if it made 
words between you and Master Hodges, see- 
ing he's more set against these new-comers 
than anyone in all Hammersley. I wouldn't 
do it James, not even to please the child." 

With the natural pride and strong will of 
his nature, no argument could have been more 
powerful to induce Greenway to make an ap- 
pearance in the little chapel, the outside cross 
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of which had already attracted as much of a 
crowd as Hammersley could muster ; to pre- 
serve his sister's child, however, from some 
unknown but possible perils, he insisted on 
going for the first time alone. 

Esther was a docile little creature, and 
though disappointed she was silent; her desire 
for her uncle's return was, however, very 
keen, and it troubled her somewhat that he 
disclosed next to nothing except his determi- 
nation to go again. 

" And you shall go with me/' he added, " for 
'twould please your little eyes to see the 
candles and the flowers, even if you couldn't 
make out what was doing. 'Tis the first time 
Fve been to church without getting drowsy/' 
When Esther was in bed that evening, 
Mrs. Greenway heard much more than this. 

" There were a something in all of it as I 
can't forget," said James seriously ; " but 'twas 
the sermon which fairly beat all ever I heard 
for plainness. 'Twas as if the good gentleman 
were looking in our hearts, and a-dragging 
out the sins in 'em for us to see how bad they 
were I I can tell you, Alice, I felt for all the 
world as if I was brought before God, and 
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He was looking me through, and through, and 
bringing all the past to iny mind ! I couldn't 
fairly hold up my head for the shame I felt. 
And then after a bit he began to tell us of 
Christ, and what He'd done for us, spite of all 
we'd done against Him. I could see then as 
clear as daylight;, that though Fd been always 
a sober hard-working man, Fd no reason to 
be satisfied with myself, seeing Fd lived 
for all as if there' d been no God over us. 
But the best of all was, Alice, that I heard 
this morning what I'd got to do; and that 
was just the thing that I have had so 
many a doubt about lately. ' You want to do 
right,' so says the gentleman, ' and the way 
seems dark, for you have no teacher/ and 
then he shows as plain as plain can be that 
God wouldn't leave us so bad off as that, 
seeing it wouldn't be as I may say fair on us. 
'The Church of Christ, the Holy Catholic 
Church, will be your guide ; there you will 
learn what God expects you to do ; there you 
may get the grace and the help you want/ 
were his words, as near as my memory serves 
me ; and as I listened, I found myself a-saying, 
t Then a Catholic Fll be, whatever happens, 

5—2 

Digitized by Google 



68 



Our Esther. 



for I like anything that's clear and straight- 
forward." 

Mrs. G-reenway had been thinking with pride 
what a great matter it was to be able to tell 
the subject of a sermon off-hand as James was 
doing ; but the climax had been quite unex- 
pected, and her alarm was real. Being, how- 
ever, a practical body, she contented herself 
with a passing exclamation' of surprise, and 
began getting his supper ready. 

" He'll soon have his mind straying off to 
something else," she reflected ; " it isn't in 
reason that a sensible man like my James 'd 
take up Catholic ways in earnest, and let him- 
self down in the eyes of them as knew him 
when he was a boy." 

Though he said no more to his wife, Green- 
way sat up far into the night thinking out the 
subject which had impressed him. He had 
persuaded Alice to go to rest, and leave him 
by the fireside, and then ho began looking 
back — back upon the godlessness and prayer- 
lessness which now pressed on him like a 
heavy burden, back upon t hitherto forgotten 
follies and sins which seemed suddenly clear to 
his mind as if committed yesterday. His later 
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life came next : well, in the sight of the 
Hammersley people it had been a praiseworthy 
one ; and yet in surveying it, he could under- 
stand that God's view is very different to 
man's view of right and wrong. His con- 
science was living now, awakened suddenly, 
strangely tender ; and he wlio had never been 
troubled by a thought or fear of death, felt 
that it would be a terrible thing to be called 
before a Judge who knew everything concern- 
ing his past, and needed no witness of the 
many times His laws had been overstepped. 

Happily, however, he had heard something 
more in that morning's sermon than of the 
consequences of sin. It had been clearly put 
before him, that if sins are great, the love 
which pardons is far greater ; that if God is 
just, the mercy He extends is even stronger 
than justice. He had learned that a way had 
been planned by which man can be reconciled 
to the Almighty ; that the Blood of Christ can 
be poured upon the guilty soul, as truly and 
as efficaciously as if it fell from His bleeding, 
suffering body on the Cross. He had learned 
that amidst all the doubt and bewilderment of 
life, there is light in the Church of Christ, to 
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show the way to the heavenly kingdom ; and 
though James Green way as yet knew nothing 
of sacraments, of doctrine, of Catholic duty, 
it was enough for him that he knew where 
to find a teacher, and again and again he 
murmured to himself, " I'll be a Catholic, no 
matter what comes of it and with that reso- 
lution firmly fixed in his mind, he lay down 
to rest at last. 
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THE KESULT OF A DECISION. 



N a village like Hammersley, it would 
be impossible for anyone to keep 
secret his habits and customs from 
the eyes of his neighbours. It was, therefore, 
soon known that James Greenway and his 
little niece were to be seen taking their way 
as regularly as Sunday came round to the 
tiny chapel at Uplands; and in consequence 
of this, a species of petty persecution assailed 
him. He cared far less for this than for the 
disapproval of his wife. She would willingly 
have conformed to his first desire of " being 
religious/' if by so doing she stood com- 
mitted to nothing more serious than an occa- 
sional appearance in the parish church, though 
even then she would have been fearful lest 
it might be the immediate forerunner of ill- 
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ness and death. But to take part with those 
she called Papists — a people solely associated 
in her mind with ideas of burning and blood- 
shed — was a far different, and indeed an 
alarming matter, and Alice Greenway did 
not hesitate to affirm that ruin would soon be 
the result. 

The man himself was passing through a 
great change — the change from utter in- 
difference to concern for his salvation ; and 
as he saw more and more plainly the only 
way in which that salvation could be secured, 
he cast from him all thought of the temporal 
difficulties which might supervene — perhaps, 
indeed, he hardly realized them. 

Others besides himself were frequent at- 
tendants at the Catholic services, drawn there 
by a sense of life and reality which had 
been lacking under the old Vicar of Ham- 
mersley ; some wero there who for years had 
never been seen in church, yet so far, only 
Greenway the carpenter was fully resolved to 
become m deed and truth a Christian after 
the pattern of Christ Himself. Once re- 
solved on this step, his was not the character 
to know hesitation; as simply as a child he 
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put himself under the necessary instruction, 
as simply also as a child he accepted all that 
he heard ; for did he not need a teacher f and 
when that teacher was found, why should 
he question or doubt more ? 

He did not make his purpose known to 
Alice until the eve of his reception into the 
Church, and then it was done in a very few 
words. " Wife — please God to-morrow '11 see 
me a Catholic," he remarked. 

" I thought you was one already," replied 
Mrs. Greenway, "or I don't know why you 
keep going to that place where they tell 
me there are all manner of doings, such as 
never was known in Hammersley. I can't 
understand what has come over you, James ! 
you, a steady middle-aged man, that ought 
to know better than take up with such new- 
fangled ways." 

"They're no new ways, Alice/' he answered. 
" They're the ways of Christ Himself, before 
all the doubts and disbelief crept into men's 
hearts. Some day I'm thinking everyone 
will go back to the old Faith, by reason of 
finding there's nothing to depend on in any 
other." 
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She murmured some indistinct reply, and 
left the kitchen. Never in all their lives had 
there been such a cloud as now hovered over 
the cottage, seeming as if it obscured all the 
content which had once been there ! 

Esther, however, had taken in her uncle's 
meaning, and she crept close to him, laying 
her little hand in his. 

"I'll be one too, Uncle James/' she said. 
" I'd like to be a Catholic." 

" Bless you, my darling I" he exclaimed. 
" Please God you shall, then, soon ; and you 
and I can pray for Aunt Alice, who just now, 
poor soul, can't see the right of things." 

Little did Mrs. Greenway know that hers 
should be the tongue to kindle the flame 
which rose against the carpenter ; in the 
irritation of the moment, she confided to Mrs. 
Jenkins the fact that he had said that the 
morrow would see him a Catholic, and the 
news spread with a rapidity which is never 
equalled by anything but news. 

Thus it was, that when Greenway went to 
the workshop upon the day succeeding this 
great event in his life, a change in the 
manner of his comrades caught his attention 
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directly. One answered his " Good-day, Sam " 
by turning away, the other two laughed and 
stared, feeling gratified to see by his 
heightened colour that he was not indifferent 
to their conduct though he made no remark, 
and took his usual place in silence. 

" There's folks as'll find religion don't 
pay," was the first word uttered by one 
Benjamin Adams. 

" I never had a liking for those that went 
after new ways," said another, with a glance 
at Greenway's corner. 

Silence still, except for a second titter; 
until Hodges the master, who was there, 
looked up, saying briefly : 

"Get on with your work, Adams, if you 
can." 

At six o'clock, when the business of the 
day was ended, James laid aside his tools, 
and walked up to his employer. 

" I've served you these good many years 
faithfully and well," he began; "but it 
seems to-day as if there's a change come 
into the workshop, so it isn't like the same 
place." 

Hodges looked at him steadily. 

Digitized by Goode 



?6 



Our Esther. 



"Yes, you've been a good workman, I'm 
not likely to gainsay you there/' he answered 
slowly. " For all that, the time's come when 
you don't suit me. It was a bad day that 
ever brought these Farleys down in these 
parts with their Catholic doings, and 'twas a 
worse day when you began to go along with 
them. I know what they are, and if I had 
to shut up shop, I'd do it rather than have a 
Catholic in my place ; so if your mind's made 
up, there's nothing for it but for us to part." 

" My mind is made up," said James firmly. 
" If it's to give up the old place, or give up 
the religion I've learnt to see is the right 
one, my choice isn't hard to make. Would 
you rather me leave now, or at the week's 
end, master ?" 

" At the week's end," said Hodges briefly ; 
"and I'd never have believed you could be 
such a fool." 

Greenway gathered up his tools in silence, 
then with a " Good-evening to you," put on his 
cap and went out past the three other workmen 
who stood just beyond the threshold laughing 
and jesting ; but bravely as he bore it, he felt 
this to be an undeserved and heavy blow. 
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Not only were there the associations clinging 
around the old place which could not painlessly 
be torn away, but the sense of humiliation in 
the eyes of the Hammersley people was keenly 
realized as he Valked homewards ; they had 
always predicted that Hodges would soon 
give up the business to his foreman, and now 
an hour or more would suffice to set every man 
and woman in the village gossiping over the 
change which had taken place and the cause 
of it also. 

So hard seemed the immediate present, that 
it was not until his hand was on the latch of 
the gate that it came into his mind to consider 
this matter as it related to the future ; to see 
that he would almost certainly have to leave 
the village of his birth for some distant un- 
familiar place which could never be as dear 
even if it was more busy and prosperous. He 
was not able to think it all out then, for already 
his wife had discerned his coming, and already 
little Esther was running out to greet him; 
but perhaps never had the cottage seemed so 
dear as now, when he felt it would soon be 
occupied by others. 

He was uniformly a quiet man, and Alice 
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did not notice his unusual silence any more 
than she could divine how difficult he found 
it to be cheerful with the child and answer all 
her questions as usual. Little did she imagine 
either that almost the worst of his suffering 
was caused by the knowledge that she must 
share it. 

So vividly did he realize what village gossip 
could be when mingled with a certain amount 
of animosity, that it was just as if he could 
see the eyes of neighbours fixed upon him, or 
hear the taunting voices of boys and girls 
saying, " There goes James Greenway, as 
Hodges sent away for turning Catholic/ 1 

Did he even for a moment wish that he had 
lingered awhile before making open profession 
of his new Faith ? Ah, how should i" tell you ? 
for only He Who knows and reads the secrets 
of all hearts can know the various ways in 
which temptation comes ; if such a thought 
was his in this first breaking of the cloud, it 
was only a passing feeling, and his purpose 
remained unfaltering. 

The real struggle was to forgive the in- 
justice of his dismissal, to resist the first im- 
pulse to enter into open competition with his 
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old master, and injure him as a foreman could 
do who had been the mainstay of a business. 
When little Esther was borne off to bed, 
James Greenway bent down his head upon his 
folded hands, and went through the fierceness 
of the combat which we all experience at times 
in our lives, between the promptings of nature 
and the teaching of grace. 

" Alice, can you sit quiet a bit, and hear 
something I want to tell you V he asked, as 
his wife re-entered the kitchen. 

" Why yes, surely," she answered, a little 
surprised at his grave manner, yet wholly 
unprepared for anything in the form of trouble 
to be imparted. 

There was a pause; it was quite long 
enough for telling everything, but James felt 
difficulty in beginning. 

" Wife," he said at last, and it came hesi- 
tatingly — "what should you say if we were 
to leave Hammersley ? you, and me, and little 
Esther ? There are many places where 
there 'd be more work going." 

Had a thunderbolt fallen, or had she ex- 
perienced a shock of earthquake, I scarcely 
think that poor Mrs. Greenway's agitation and 
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distress could have been greater than they were 
at this moment when her husband thus ques- 
tioned her j she seemed absolutely unable to 
speak, and only gazed at him with open eyes 
and face paling from its usually healthy 
colour. 

" Leave Hammersley I" she cried at last ; 
" J ames ! you're never in earnest — you, a sober 
man, and no young lad that can't settle easy 
anywhere for love of all that's new ! Leave 
the place you've lived in man and boy all your 
life, and where you're respected for miles and 
miles round — why. 'twould be nothing short 
of madness !" 

" All the same such a thing is like to be," 
he answered sadly. " See here, Alice. Sup- 
posing it was a question of doing right — sup- 
pose I felfc that God couldn't have made it 
plainer that I must leave the old place ; you 
wouldn't be afraid then that I was doing a 
foolish thing ?' 

Even now she could not perceive how 
thoroughly in earnest he was. 

" Oh, if you're only supposing, that's child's 
play," she answered, growing cheerful on the 
instant. " It's like our little Esther — she'd go 
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on supposing as long as any one 'd listen to 
her." 

" At ! it's no child's play now/' he said 
quickly ; and then, with some trouble, he made 
her understand exactly what had befallen 
him. 

To describe the slow process by which Mrs. 
Greenway grasped the truth, to depict her 
indignation, her sorrow, her innumerable fore- 
castings of misery, would be impossible ; it is 
enough to say that if it had been hard to 
Greenway to look his future in the face alone, 
it became trebly hard when he saw his wife's 
distress, and felt himself so powerless to con- 
sole her. 

" Well, one thing's certain/' she remarked, 
" it'll be my death. I couldn't hold up my 
head here, with all the neighbours throwing at 
me as you'd turned Catholic ; but to leave the 
place I've lived in ever since I married you 
is 9 

Her utterance failed, and poor Alice burst 
into a flood of the bitterest weeping. 

" Come, come !" said Greenway, rising up 
and laying a hand on her shoulder. " It falls 
hard on both of us, and perhaps worse for you, 
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seeing how women cling to their bits of furni- 
ture, and can't bear change. If I knew how 
to help all this, Fd have done it gladly, Alice ; 
but seeing as Pm not sent away for any 
wrong-doing, it's only right to believe that 
God'll turn it all to blessing by-and-by." 

"I don't want to cast things at you/' 
sobbed Mrs. Greenway, " seeing it's never 
been my way. All the same, and not to de- 
ceive you, J ames, I can't say it isn't your fault. 
Why need you go and turn Papist, when there's 
the parish church handy, and the Vicar as good 
a gentleman as needs be, though a trifle old and 
— as folks say — past seeing after anything ?" 

€S Why need I ?" he answered. " It may 

seem to you I needn't have done it, but 

Well, s'pose I saw as if I went one road I'd 
come to my death, and if I took another Fd go 
on my journey safe and sure, you'd say I was 
foolish, and wicked too, if I hesitated what to 
do." 

" I'm not talking of journeys ; I'm talking 
of your being taken up with Papists, and I 
feel as if my life was scarce safe any longer," 
said Alice, crying afresh. "You might turn 
agin me — who knows ?" 
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" Nay, nay, wife — that's foolish talking," 
he answered gently. "FU be a better hus- 
band now than ever I was — you'll see." 

" It's like you men to be fond of change," 
exclaimed Mrs. Greenway, her thoughts taking 
another direction. "I suppose it's London 
you're hankering after now." But then she 
felt the injustice of the accusation, and added, 
" Don't mind what I say, James. What with 
the shock of it, and the thought of the neigh- 
bours gossiping, and the fear of leaving Ham- 
mersley, I scarce know what I'm talking 
about." 

"Get you to rest, do," he said gravely; 
" you're tired. Maybe to-morrow we shall see 
everything clearer;" but when he had his will, 
and was left alone, he remained in his seat 
pondering over that coming morrow with any 
but hopeful anticipations. 

Up rose the sun on that eventful Tuesday 
morning, and shone as brightly as if no such 
things as sorrow and change were known on 
earth ; but for both James and Alice Green- 
way the cheerful aspect of their little cottage- 
home increased the pain with which they 
thought of leaving it. 

6—2 
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" There's a picture in that same old Bible 
you used to be for ever showing to the child/' 
said the wife, turning from her newly-lighted 
fire to fix a pair of tear-stained eyes upon her 
husband's face, " as has been in my mind the 
best part of the night. It's somewhat as you 
and I shall feel when we leave Hammersley, 
I'm thinking — that picture of Adam and Eve 
going down from Eden into the darksome 
world. As if there was nothing sure and cer- 
tain before us, and all the happiness left 
behind !" 

" Not quite so bad as that/' said Greenway, 
trying to speak cheerfully. "We will hope 
there's happiness to come, go where we may, 
with God over all, and little Esther to 
brighten us up when we're like to be down- 
hearted." 

" Ah, speaking of Esther, it's time to go and 
rouse her," said Alice. "She'll feel leaving 
the place, poor dear !" 

The man sighed heavily, and began to 
wonder how he could explain everything to 
this little creature, who had so wound herself 
round his heart that he could not bear to give 
her even a momentary unhappiness. He would 



Digitized by 



The Result of a Decision. 85 

not have let her hear what was to come, if it 
had not been for the fear of the gossip of the 
village first reaching her. 

" Esther, my lassie," he began, when they 
were at breakfast, " you've seen many places 
in your little life, but I'm thinking you like 
Hammersley as well as any of them." 

" Better than everyone, uncle/' she answered 
eagerly. 

The husband and wife exchanged glances, 
and probably the disclosure of the gloomy 
news might after all have been postponed had 
not the child turned her grave eyes upon the 
face of her aunt, noting its strange disturb- 
ance. 

" Are you sorry for anything ?" she said ; 
but that was the last drop of bitterness to poor 
Mrs. Greenway, who burst into tears and mad© 
a hurried escape, much to little Esther's alarm. 

" My lassie, come here," said James, motion- 
ing her to get down from her chair and take 
her favourite place on his knee; "you are 
always a good little girl, but you must be 
better than ever to-day, and kind to your poor 
aunt. She's very sad, my dear — sadder than 
she has been in all her life before, I'm think- 
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ing — because we shall have to go away from 
Hammersley, where we've lived so long, and 
been so happy." 

There was a pause, broken by the very 
natural inquiry on Esther's part, " Why ?" 

" You know IVe turned a Catholic because 
I see it's the true religion," said Greenway. 

The child nodded in assent. 

" And it's set everyone against me, especially 
the man I've worked under so long. So lie 
don't want me at the carpenter's shop after 
this week, Esther ; and as it would go against 
my conscience to stop here to do him any 
harm, and begin all manner of envy and 
ill-will perhaps in both of us, I mean to 
pack up and start off elsewhere. "With health 
and the knowledge of a good trade, there's no 
cause for fear." 

"Why must you go because you're a 
Catholic ?" said Esther, very greatly puzzled 
now. 

" Ah, my dear, that's more than I can say," 
responded Greenway with a shake of his head. 
" It wouldn't make any difference in the way 
I planed a board, or drove a nail, one *d say ; 
but all the same I've been told I'm not 
wanted." 
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"Well, never mind," said Esther calmly; 
" Pll be a Catholic too, and we will all go and 
be happy somewhere else." 

Ah ! how children may comfort us in the 
sorrows they so imperfectly understand ! how 
often we are taught by their trustfulness ! how 
often some innocent word wings its way to our 
inmost heart and lodges a truth there ! 

In this case it seemed to James Greenway 
that he had been looking solely on the worst 
side of his present trouble, that he had not 
dwelt upon the idea that they would still be 
altogether, and that happiness was possible 
even apart from Hammersley and the associa- 
tions of a lifetime. 

" God bless you, my little Esther !" he said, 
setting her down gently, and rising from his 
chair. " And now supposing you run off to 
Aunt Alice, for it's time I was at the work- 
shop." 
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A SURPRISE. 

HE place which James Greenway had 
chosen for a second home was but a 
small town; nevertheless after Ham- 
mersley, and in the eyes of such a simple 
woman as Alice, it assumed quite an important 
appearance as she saw it for the first time on 
the evening of her arrival. 

As a beginning, the carpenter had secured 
three rooms in a good-sized house, which, being 
furnished with the old cottage properties, bore 
some resemblance to home ; but the outlook 
from the windows was upon a narrow street, 
every sound from which filled the heart of Mrs. 
Greenway with apprehension. She had borne 
up bravely through the separation from the 
old place, and now she put a good face upon 
her difficulties and regrets, and grew busy in 
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the " getting to-rights " which filled up the 
first week ; but to the ears of little Esther she 
would confide her conviction that " no good " 
might be hoped to result from the step which 
her husband had taken. 

The untidy habits of her immediate neigh- 
bours were a positive source of grief to her, 
and she lifted up eyes and hands as well as 
voice, when she discerned cabbage-leaves and 
potato-parings thrown out into the street, or 
an old battered bonnet or worn shoe by way 
of variety among the refuse. Then when 
Esther lured her out of doors, she trembled at 
every passing cart, and shuddered at the mere 
sight of the waves which the child loved to sit 
near and watch in all their changes. "The 
very sound of them seems to tell me over again 
the stories I've heard of shipwreck and drown- 
ing," she would say. " I don't call them 
' beautiful ' Esther ; I call them dreadful ! 
Many's the poor man that's gone down under- 
neath for ever, leaving his wife and children 
to grieve for him. How those fishermen's 
wives can bear their lives is more than I 
understand." 

On nights when the wind rose high, poor 
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Mrs. Greenway imagined its wailings among 
the chimney-pots were the cries of those at sea, 
or that she heard the sound of distress- signals 
fired from some foundering vessel. These were 
the drawbacks of the new life, but otherwise 
all promised well; and the carpenter was 
prospering as he had never done in the old 
Hammersley days, where his wife was happy 
among the cottage flowers — the cabbage-roses, 
sweet-williams, stocks, and London-pride, 
which seemed to her better than anything 
rarer or lovelier. 

" We'll get a little place of our own, and 
that will make you happier," said James, 
as he found things were likely to prosper ; but 
even when the " little place " was found, his 
poor wife seemed sadly changed from her own 
brisk, cheerful self of former times. 

Esther [was troubled to see her aunt's 
despondency, but they were less together now, 
for Greenway had decided that the child 
should be sent daily to the Catholic school, 
near by their new home ; yet when she came 
in, her pretty chatter would take some at least 
of the cloud of despondency from the brow of 
poor " Aunt Alice," as she sung her simple 
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little songs or told some of the events of her 
day. 

Thus time passed; spring turned to summer, 
and autumn winds and rains set in, to be 
followed by winters frost. It was soon a year 
since they had left the Kentish village, and to 
little Esther and her uncle it had not been an 
unhappy twelve-months. 

To poor Mrs. Green way, however, each week 
had seemed as two, for dreariness and heavi- 
ness ; and when her cheerful content left her, 
health appeared failing also, and both her 
husband and the child watched her anxiously. 
It had become almost impossible to get her 
out of doors even on Sundays. " No, no, I've 
not the heart for it," was always her answer ; 
and at last they left her alone to ponder over 
her own woes and sorrows, which seemed to 
have taken full possession of her mind. 

It troubled the carpenter to see her like this, 
for he had built so much upon her becoming 
happier as time passed ; and moreover he had 
hoped that she too might see things as he did, 
and become one with him in the faith he held. 
But Alice Greenway's horror of Catholicism 
had not died out on leaving the bigoted little 
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village she loved ; and when Esther was 
baptized she had said many a bitter word, 
although she could not deny that the child 
was her husband's own relative, and that he 
had a perfect right to train her as he desired, 
especially as the little creature was impatient 
to be in all respects " like Uncle James." 

This had happened as soon as they were 
settled in the new home, when Mrs. Greenway's 
feelings were warm and fresh ; perhaps, how- 
ever, the gloom into which she sank afterwards, 
the coldness which crept in between the three, 
was more hopeless. It was a new thing, then, 
when James and his niece came up the road 
one Sunday after Mass to see her watching for 
them,looking almost her own self, and speaking 
eagerly even before they had come to the gate. 

"There's no saying what may happen, 
surely," she began. " Little did I think that 
ever I should hear a word from Hammersley 
again; yet here is Mrs. Jenkins a-sitting in the 
kitchen as natural as can be, and brings news 
that would astonish anyone." 

" Mrs. Jenkins that lived next to us in the 
old place ?" said Greenway, as surprised as his 
wife could have expected him to be. 
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Esther, meanwhile, had run in to greet an 
old friend, whom she remembered as always so 
very kind to her. 

" Yes — and what do you think ? Hodges 
is laid by with illness, and calling out as never 
was for you to come back and manage the 
business for him. Mrs. Jenkins thought she'd 
let us know, and, being wishful to see her 
sister, who lives not five miles away, she came 
on here this morning. You'll go back to the 
old place, J ames, won't you ?" 

" I must hear all about it, and think what 
is best and right," he answered. "But I'm 
glad you've got your old neighbour to see you, 
Alice j you look like you used once more." 

" I thought I'd run out and get a word with 
you first," continued Mrs. Greenway, ignor- 
ing the allusion to her sudden cheerfulness. 
"There's many changes come over the old 
place, she says." 

The carpenter was not at all unwilling to 
hear tidings of Hammersley and its people; 
he had a kindly feeling, too, towards Mrs. 
Jenkins, remembering that she alone, of all 
their former friends, had protested stoutly her 
opinion that a man had a right to be of what 
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religion he pleased, and to predict the certainty 
of Hodges finding out his mistake in dis- 
charging a good servant for a cause with 
which he had rightly no concern. His greet- 
ing, therefore, was scarcely one whit less warm 
than that which Alice had accorded her friend ; 
and Mrs. Jenkins afterwards declared that she 
" couldn't complain of her welcome," for the 
best the cottage could provide was set before 
her. 

A few births, marriages, and deaths she had 
to tell of, and these were delightful items of 
intelligence for Mrs. Greenway ; but the chief 
thing in her mind to relate was the number of 
people who had ' ' turned," as she phrased it, 
becoming the constant frequenters of the little 
chapel at Uplands, to the scandal of the Vicar 
and the church-going party. 

" I've felt that way inclined myself, off and 
on," she added candidly ; ' ' only the thought 
came that Wi.at did for those that was before 
me, ought by rights to do for me too. As for 
the children — well, they're just crazy to go to 
the Catholic school that's been opened ; and I 
don't see why they shouldn't, except that their 
father seems not to like it, for fear as it may 
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go against them with the gentry. Yet there's 
one or two good families as are Catholic too, 
and it seems as if one never knew who wouldn't 
be the next heard of." 

If Hammersley could be thus transformed, 
Mrs. Greenway's prejudices became less on the 
instant. A broad charity she had never known 
before seemed to take hold of her, and cause 
her to affirm that religion made no difference 
so long as folks did what was right. 

" That is good hearing from you, Alice," 
said her husband quaintly, ' i seeing you used 
to feel that Catholics were so bad. Only I 
hope the day will come when you'll go a step 
further, and see that it's religion which does 
make folks do right, and therefore we must 
know what it is, and hold fast to it." 

u There's a deal in what you say — a deal," 
exclaimed good-natured Mrs. Jenkins, who 
always was disposed to agree with the last 
speaker. " But it's about Hodges I've come 
to see you, and I may as well tell you all about 
it, just as my husband heard it.' 

" First of all, tell us how he heard it," 
said Greenway, " for I know there's some in 
Hammersley it isn't safe to speak after." 
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"You're right there," rejoined Mrs. Jenkins. 
" As I was saying only last night to my 
sister Mary Jane, there's nothing to come up 
to a village for knowing everyone's business, 
better than they know it themselves, I says — 
but I was going to tell you about Hodges. 
I'd advise you to think of coming back to the 
old place, James Green way." 

It was trying to the man's patience, how- 
ever, by a tedious process of questioning and 
cross-questioning, the facts were gained. It 
seemed that Hodges had openly announced 
his wish to see his old foreman back, "Catholic 
or no Catholic for he himself had fallen into 
ill-health, and a succession of incompetent 
and untrustworthy helpers had wearied his 
patience, and conclusively proved to him that, 
in the words of Mrs. Jenkins he had "not 
known when he was well off." 

"I've always seen as when a man does a 
mean trick, it comes home to him," continued 
the voluble woman. " I remember when I was 
a girl, there was something like it happened, 
which, though it's years ago, I call to mind as 
clear and plain as yesterday. Let me think — 
it must have been — nine and five are fourteen, 
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and two are sixteen — yes, it must have been 

sixteen years, neither more nor less " But in 

the middle of her reminiscences, Mrs. Jenkins 
discovered that time was flying fast, and that 
the light cart which had conveyed her to visit 
her old friends would be now waiting at a 
certain pre-arranged spot, to take her back to 
her sister's ; so with a hurried f arewell, and an 
entreaty to Greenway to think seriously over 
the news she had imported, she bade them 
good-bye. 

Little Esther was the first to speak. 

t€ Uncle James, shall we go back to Ham- 
mersley ?" she said. 

It was seldom that James Greenway was 
deaf to a question from this petted child ; but 
this time she repeated it, and only then re- 
ceived an absent " I can't tell, lassie — I can't 
tell/ 1 

" Fm going out for a bit," he added, 
almost directly. "No — I'll go by myself, 
little Esther; I can think best alone over all 
this." 

Esther drew back, repulsed, and the tears 
shone in her eyes as she turned away. When 
her uncle had really gone out without her, 

7 
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she threw herself into her aunt's arms, and 
cried bitterly. 

" Never mini, dearie," said Alice kindly. 
"He's only a bit taken by surprise with all 
this ; youVe no cause to fret. As for me, 
it's as if I had come back to myself, with 
just the hope of seeing the old place. I 
wonder if the cottage is let to anyone who'd 
give it up to us, Esther? I couldn't fancy 
any other as well, and there's not many 
to choose from in Hammersley. ,, 

" I think uncle has gone to pray about it," 
said Esther, a sudden light breaking in upon 
her perplexity. "He's gone to the little 
church to ask God to show him what is right 
to do !" 

" Dear, dear !" and Mrs. Greenway started 
up nervously, and going to the door, looked 
out in the hope of seeing her husband within 
recall ; she felt as if some happiness or blessing 
was about to be prayed away from her. " You 
don't really think it's to the Catholic church 
James has gone, Esther ?" 

"Yes, I do," said the child confidently, 
" because I know he's done it before about 
other things. It is always best to ask God 
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when we don't know what is right, Aunt 
Alice." 

" I've nothing to say against what's right/' 
remarked Mrs. Greenway, still looking 
anxious ; " but it's plain enough, as I see it, 
that James ought to get back to the place 
where he was doing well and respected — 
there's no need to go to church to learn that. 
And as for praying in a church where there's 
no singing nor preaching, nor service going 
on — well, he might as well have stopped at 
home and talked things over quiet and reason- 
able." 

" Oh, aunt, you don't understand," said 
Esther earnestly. " Our church isn't like 
others, where there's nothing but emptiness as 
soon as the service is over and the clergyman 
gone! God is there always, Aunt Alice, 
though we can't see Him." 

" They say as God is everywhere — at least 
I've heard tell so when I was your age," re- 
sponded Mrs. Greenway. " There was no call 
for James to take himself off to the Catholic 
church. He says his prayers at home night and 
morning, and if it's more prayers he is after 
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now, he needn't have gone out of the house to 
make them/' 

Esther sighed. On many another occasion 
she had felt her inability to express what she 
knew and had learned, to one like her Aunt 
Alice ; at the present time she thought it as 
well to change the subject of conversation. 

" How different it must be at Hammersley 
now/' she said softly. "If so many people are 
getting to be Catholics they will soon want a 
church built ; the little chapel at Uplands 
won't be big enough." 

" It never used to be what one might call a 
religious place," remarked Mrs. Greenway 
thoughtfully, " and it seems to me that we all 
did very well without so much talk of church 
and the like. However, whatever Ham- 
mersley may be now, I'll be glad enough to 
get back to it. I hope James won't come in 
again with his mind made up to stay here; yet 
I have my doubts, seeing it's to church he 
has gone to think it over." 

She turned away to see after some household 
duty, and Esther went to the door to watch for 
her uncle. It was not far to the little church 
wherein she felt sure she should find him. A 
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strong desire came into her mind to go and 
wait quite near him until he was ready to come 
home. Quick as thought, she caught up her 
hat. 

" FU go and fetch uncle," she cried to her 
aunt, and then ran swiftly down the road, and 
pushing open the unlocked door, looked round 
the church. At first it seemed to her that 
there was no one there, but after a minute or 
two she discerned the figure she sought 
kneeling in a quiet corner not far from the 
altar. The child placed herself on one of the 
benches to wait; and though that waiting 
seemed long, she felt neither weariness nor 
impatience, for her interest in watching her 
uncle's face was so very keen. 

" I don't think he knows wiat to do yet," 
she reflected, as the carpenter's head went 
down upon his bowed hands. " I suppose he 
feels it hard not to please Aunt-Alice, and hard 
to go back to Hammersley to work for the 
man who turned him off. Oh, how I do wonder 
what he will do \" 

She was partly right in her fancies : there 
was a great contest going on within the breast 
of the man whose outward bearing seemed so 
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calm and tranquil. From the days when lie 
had pondered over the old Bible for the benefit 
of his little niece, he had become very familiar 
with many a passage of Scripture ; and one of 
these had found its way into his mind at the 
moment that he turned from his cottage to 
seek enlightenment and help in the pre- 
sence of ^Him Who is ever with us in the 
Blessed Sacrament. "If any of you want 
wisdom, let him ask of God Who giveth to all 
men abundantly and upbraideth not, and it 
shall be given him." Truly James Greenway 
felt his need just now of prayer; and however 
long it might have been, I think he would 
have knelt on until some ray from heaven 
seemed cast upon his path, until something 
seemed to tell him, ts This is the way." Yet 
it was not really many minutes after Esther 
had discovered him that he looked up with 
the cloud gone from his brow, the uncertainty 
from his mind. " The servant is not greater 
than his Lord," he had read that morning ; and 
not being of those who interpret God's words 
to accord with their own inclinations, who will 
take them literally or figuratively as may be 
most suitable to their own ends, Greenway saw 
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nothing before him but choosing that which 
would cost his proud nature something. That 
which had in it most of humiliation — was not 
this the choice of Christ for Himself f And 
must not it therefore be the choice of those 
who would most perfectly please and serve 
Him ? 

u I will go back to Hammersley, for only 
pride would keep me here longer," was the 
man's decision ; and when, as he rose up and 
walked to the door, little Esther came to his 
side and looked up with a silent inquiry in 
her eyes, he pressed her small hand in his own 
and said simply, " It seems plain to me now, 
lassie, that God calls us back to the old place." 

' ' It will make Aunt Alice so happy," was 
Esther's cry, as they went down the joad to- 
gether. " Tou won't mind, Uncle James V 3 

" No — I shan't mind," he answered, with a 
peculiar smile on his face ; but he was in no 
mood for talking even to his little companion 
and confidante, so he bade her run forward 
with the news. 

Mrs. Greenway's demeanour that evening 
was one of extreme cheerfulness; she laid 
schemes for thp commencement of packing 
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early on Monday morning, though her husband 
assured her it would be a full month before he 
was ready to leave all his work; probably 
her faith in prayer was greater since it had 
brought about the decision she most desired ! 
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A DARK DAY. 

EFORE removing his family, James 
Greenway took the journey to Ham- 
mersley for the purpose of seeing his 
former master, and inquiring into the truth 
of Mrs. Jenkins's statements that he was 
wanted in the old place. His wife awaited 
his return with almost a child's anxiety ; and 
" Is it all settled ?" was her inquiry, even before 
little Esther found time to greet her uncle. 

"Yes, it's settled, all fair and square and 
comfortable," answered the carpenter with a 
half-smile. " Dear ! and the old master is 
altered — I should scarcely have taken him for 
the same man. For one thing, he's so broken 
down and weakly ; for another, he's so quieted 
and mild-like, and saying that never did any- 
one serve him as I did." 
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"And the old cottage ?" exclaimed Alice. 

" Ah, you can't get back there" he answered. 
"Fd have managed it for you if it'd been 
possible, but there's some new folk there who 
don't feel disposed for a change." 

"New folk!" repeated Mrs. Greenway. 
" And how came such in Hammersley ? 
There never used to be any round about who 
weren't known to everyone in the village." 

"Times are changed," said James, "and 
suddenly changed as one may say, considering 
it's such a short time after all since we came 
away. I chanced to meet Mr. and Mrs. Farley 
near the old cottage, Alice, and never could 
anyone have spoken up more kindly about my 
returning to Hammersley. € It will be a good 
day for all of us/ says the lady to me ; ' and 
you'll find many Catholics that were little 
better than heathens when you were here.' " 

" Did you see any place we could have ?" 
said Alice, turning to subjects which in- 
terested her more than the religion of the 
village. 

"Yes— Fve engaged to have the little cot- 
tage old Margaret Drake used to live in ; 
close by the church, you remember. Poor soul, 
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she died but a fortnight back, so it was stand- 
ing empty." 

" It's a damp part," said Mrs. Greenway, 
already resolved that no house should be so 
good as the lost house, " and I don't myself 
much fancy going in where there's been a 
death ; however, if there was nothing better it 
can't be helped, and one must make the best 
of it. When are you to begin work for 
Hodges ?" 

" Next Tuesday morning, and this is Wed- 
nesday," said James. "You'll be rare and 
busy I'm thinking, Alice." 

She was indeed ! Even her husband looked 
on amazed at her re-found energy, and was 
rather glad to get out of the way of it at 
moments when his assistance was in nowise 
required. 

Their last night at the seaport town was 
wild and stormy, but the morning was fresh 
and fair; the sun quivered on the waving 
branches of the trees, the rain had washed the 
tender green leaves, and the spring breeze 
was rustling and shaking them in the warm 
light. 

"Hammersley will look so pretty, uncle," 
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said Esther, gazing into his face, as if thus she 
might read his thoughts. 

" Yes, yes, lassie," he answered ; and at once 
lapsed into silent pondering over that return 
which was not altogether a subject of happi- 
ness to him. 

To Alice, however, it was something of a 
triumphal entry, when, as they neared the first 
of the familiar cottages which were dotted here 
and there — after the straggling fashion peculiar 
to some villages — an old friend ran out to give 
them greeting and to chat a minute or two 
while the light cart, which contained the little 
party, stood still. On for a few yards, and then 
another stoppage ; for the news had spread 
beforehand that the Greenways were coming, 
and even those who had troubled little con- 
cerning their departure, now welcomed them, 
as savouring somewhat of novelty and likely 
to make Hammersley life a trifle more interest- 
ing by the account they could give of their ex- 
periences of a distant town, during a twelve- 
month's absence. 

" Well, it's something to find as everyone has 
a kindly feeling and is glad to see us back. 
It's plain now, James, that I was in the right 
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when 1 blamed you for going away " said Mrs. 
Greenway, when she had taken possession of 
the little place which was now to become 
"home." 

He did not argue with her — to argue with 
Alice was much such an unsatisfactory business 
as pursuing a shadow ; besides, he was in no 
mind for it. 

" I think I'll take a look round before night 
comes," he said ; and no objection being made, 
Esther went with him, and their steps were 
turned to Uplands and Mrs. Farley's little 
chapel. " Happen there might be Benediction," 
said James simply; "but anyway, lassie, Our 
Lord's there, and there's a many things I'd 
like to put before Him." 

" Yes, uncle," answered Esther ; nor did 
she speak again until, just as they reached 
Uplands, her ear caught the sound of music, 
and she cried, " There's something going on 
— they're singing one of the hymns I learned 
at the school." 

The service had just begun, and the first 
words which they heard on entering the little 
building were those of one of Esther's 
" favourites," as she called them : 
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" Mary, Mother, shield us through life, 
Protect us from the ocean's strife ; 
Calm the wild sea, bid tempests cease — 
Through thee we reach the shore in peace." 

It was sung to the end ; the recitation of the 
Rosary came next, and then followed Benedic- 
tion. But all through there floated in James 
Greenway's ears the melody of the little hymn ; 
and turning it into a prayer, he asked Mary, 
the Mother of mankind, to be his shield, his 
protection in this fresh beginning of life in the 
old familiar places. 

" Alice," he said gently that night, " I wish 
we could say a prayer together, you and me, 
for the first time in our new home. We've 
much to be thankful for, as I'm sure you won't 
deny, seeing it's God's doing that we are back 
in the place you like best of all the world." 

" Yes, I'll own I'm thankful to find myself 
in Hammersley again," returned Mrs. Green- 
way ; " but when it comes to a question of 
prayers, not even to please you, James, will I 
go and pray to graven images, which is a plain 
turning against the commandments." 

Often and often had he already tried to 
clear his wife's mind of this mistaken notion, 
that the image a Catholic may place before 
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him to assist his mind and stimulate his devo- 
tion is not addressed in prayer, is not the 
subject of adoration : it was useless to begin 
upon this again just now, so James Green way 
only sighed a little wearily, and held to his 
request that she would offer one prayer to God 
with him. 

" Come, Alice, let us kneel down here where 
there's not even a crucifix hung up yet and 
he glanced round the tiny kitchen, which, on 
that first evening, was — even under such 
management as Mrs. Greenway's — not a little 
disordered, " There's one prayer common to all 
of us — you've heard it in the parish church 
whenever youVe been there. Let's say the 
Our Father before we go to rest, asking God 
to let a blessing come on us here." 

Mrs. Greenway would have said it was a 
waste of the precious moments which would 
otherwise have been devoted to her process of 
" settling," but she was in a complacent mood 
which led her to humour her husband in his 
desire ; still, as she knelt by the kitchen table 
her eye3 wandered to the dresser, and she 
became so absorbed in calculations as to its 
capabilities in the matter of accommodating 
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plates and dishes, that she only roused herself 
in time to supplement her husband's petitions 
with a hasty " for thine is the kingdom., the 
power, and the glory," which she deemed a 
species of testifying to Protestant principles 
incumbent upon all right-minded persons. 

It had been a small concession in a sense, 
but an unsatisfactory one — nevertheless it 
lightened the carpenter's heart. He took it for 
an earnest of better things, those "good 
things" he had been asking for poor Alice, ever 
since his own eyes had been opened to under- 
stand God's truth a little, ever since he had 
himself tasted somewhat of the peace of a good 
conscience, the happiness of a hope centred in 
things more lasting than earthly favour and 
temporal success. 

If by coming back to Hammersley — to 
Hammersley in its present state, where truth 
seemed making progress, and day dawning on 
the old darkness of heart — Alice was to find 
God, little indeed did he care that in such a 
return there was much sacrifice, much laying 
down of feeling purely human. He believed 
that so it might be. Though one of the plainest, 
most homely-thinking working men, he in- 
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dulged that night in something very nearly 
approaching one of little Esther's day-dreams, 
in which he saw his wife a changed creature, 
her good points made better and clearer by 
true religious feeling, her little peculiarities of 
character and temper all melting under the 
influence of faith, hope, and charity. 

I do not suppose he looked forward to a 
cloudless existence ; perhaps, indeed, he only 
took short views and pleasant ones of life that 
evening. But it seemed to him clear that it 
was well to be there in the old spot, that if in 
quitting it he had done right and wisely, God 
had made clearly visible that it was the moment 
to return ; and thus even the anticipation of a 
few gibes and sneers from the comrades he 
would meet in the workshop on the morrow 
would not be very hard to endure. He was a 
hale strong man, still in life's prime, not likely 
to be easily assailed by thoughts and fears of 
death ; nevertheless his mind seemed to flow, 
after a very peaceful fashion, to the time when 
work and waiting, prayer and struggle, would 
be over : and so his little niece's hymn, which 
had been sung at Uplands that evening, came 
back to him, and " Through thee we reach the 
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store in peace " was almost his last waking 
thought. 

Esther had gone happily to bed long before 
the lights were out in the little cottage. She 
had been contented in the seaport town, be- 
cause, with those she loved, hers was a nature 
which could content itself anywhere : still her 
thoughts had always turned secretly to Ham- 
mersley, with a longing which even her uncle 
James could never have guessed ; and if her 
joy in returning there had been quiet and 
almost grave, it was none the less intense. 
Her little head was full of delightful schemes 
for " Aunt Alice;" how she was to be won to 
the Uplands chapel, to receive the visits of the 
priest, to confide in him and listen to his teach- 
ing, and so at last become in deed and truth 
a Catholic. Bright was the picture on which 
her eyes closed — dark, pitifully dark, was that 
on which they opened in the grey dawn of the 
spring morning, when one of the women who 
had been summoned, in the moment of Mrs. 
Greenway's alarm, carried the child to her 
uncle, with the startling news that he was 
dying. 

Dying ! — he so strong, so well but yesterday ! 
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It could not be, said all the village when the 
news went round ; nevertheless, so it was. Some 
seizure of the heart, from no discoverable cause, 
had roused him in the dead of night; and 
not even his wife's tears, nor the aid of doctors 
and of kindly neighbours, could avail anything 
but to keep him with them through a few 
lingering hours, during which he might utter 
his last words and wishes, and make ready for 
the unseen world into which he so suddenly 
and so soon must pass. 

"Alice, my dear wife," he said faintly, 
" Fm glad we said that prayer together — you 
and me. 'Twas the first, and Fd thought it 
wouldn't be the last by a good many; but 
God knows best, and His holy will be done." 

There was a pause, only broken by the poor 
woman's sobs and the crying of little Esther; 
for the neighbours had gone outside to leave 
these three together. 

' Fm glad Fd brought you back to the old 
spot, Alice," he went on. "'Twill go hard 
with you even here, but 'twould have been 
harder away in a place where you felt yourself 
a stranger. Fd like to have lived a bit longer, 
to leave you provided for as Fd wish, and to 
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see little Esther grow a woman; but God 
hasn't seen fit to spare me. Pd like more 'n 
all to have lived to see you a good Catholic, 
Alice; but perhaps — who knows? — my death 
will do it, and my life wouldn't." 

A faint smile passed over the chill lips, as 
if in that borderland just one ray of light was 
thrown upon God's purpose — the purpose 
which in heaven will be radiantly clear to all 
of us ; as if he could just discern that granted 
prayers and much-desired blessings were 
wrapped within this dark drear cloud which 
closed around them. 

" Nay, nay, don't grieve too much, Alice," 
he said, laying a hand upon her bowed head, 
and the other upon the head of the child. 
" You'll be lonesome, I know, and life must 
be hard and bitter to you, for we've been 
happy and content together ; but here is the 
child left — 'our blessing,' as Pve often 
called her. Esther," and here he turned his 
eyes on the little creature, who was cowering 
on the bed beside him in an agony of fear and 
grief almost exceeding that which she had 
felt when her mother died — " Esther dear, I've 
thanked God many a time that He gave you 
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to me, but I thank Him more now as I lie 
here dying. I know you'll be good and loving 
to your poor aunt — no one could wish to have 
a better child than you've been to us from the 
first day I brought you home from London. 
You must help her, Esther, my dear — help 
her when she's most cast down, by thinking of 
the place where we may meet again ; and talk 
to her of the way to get there, Esther dear, 
which you've been taught so well, and say 
every day to her, 'Uncle James begged you 
with his last breath to be a Catholic.' And 
pray for her, darling j and pray for me, and 
gefc a Mass or two said for me. And keep 
close to God, my little lassie, and don't let 
anything nor anybody tempt you from Him 
as you grow older. Ah! there's much I'd 

like to say, but — I — oh ! I can't " 

Here the sharp agony came again, and 
the priestjjwas recalled to the room j and 
though a short respite followed, it was only 
the end, the parting of soul from body, with 
no more farewell than a glance, a pressure of 
the hand. So all was over; the stalwart 
carpenter of Hammersley lay dead in the 
glorious brightness of the morning — that 
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morning which was to have seen him once 
more busy with plane and' hammer in the 
workshop where he had spent his youth. 
The brave way in which people view the 
sorrows o£ others would be almost amusing, 
were it not so sad to see : the calm offers of 
sympathy and promise of prayer, when a little 
honest practical help is within their power — 
and is certainly what God would bid them 
yield their fellow-creatures — is amusing too, 
if again it were not so pitiable because it is 
so unchristian. Even in poor Mrs. Green- 
way's case, she found herself more hurt than 
eased by the species of consolation which 
flowed in. 

" Shut the door upon 'em — every one, 
Mrs. Jenkins," she said to this one friend, 
whose presence was tolerated " I don't want 
their talk of Providence and the like. I want 
to sit down quiet, and think how I'm to get 
my bread ; and I don't look for any of 'em to 
show me the way. Leave me alone with my 
poor dead man and little Esther !" 

" I won't let ne'er a one of 'em come nigh 
you," said Mrs. Jenkins, who had wept for 
sympathy through the night, until her eyes 
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were almost useless and her tears were abso- 
lutely exhausted; "but you mustn't begiu 
fretting about your bread when your hus- 
band's been a hard-working man and able to 
lay by some of his savings." 

"They was laid by against we were old, 
and I'm not going to live on 'em now," 
responded Mrs. Green way. " But — dear, 
dear ! — how can I think of anything but 
that I've lost the best husband as ever 
stepped !" And here she began to cry 
afresh, with little Esther's arms twined round 
her in silent sympathy. " There's some- 
thing unlucky about the place," she began 
again, after a brief pause. "Do you mind 
me saying I didn't fancy this cottage by 
reason of Margaret Drake dying here ? One 
death brings another, some folks think ; and 
it's been so now, with your poor uncle taken 
off so'sudden. Ah, Esther, Esther ! what are 
you and me going to do without him V } 

The poor child's brain was turning over 
and over the same question. Her life 
had for so long been connected with her 
much -loved "Uncle James," that to do 
without him seemed impossible. Neverthe- 
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less, she thought more of comforting her 
aunt than of her own distress, and so stayed 
patiently by her side during her alternate 
weeping and lamenting; keeping silence 
when silence seemed preferred, and speaking 
a few little faltering words when words 
seemed required of her. Only once she 
managed to say something which was not 
well received, relative to " everyone being 
sorry." 

u Sorry 1" cried Mrs. Greenway, who regarded 
the wordy sympathy of her neighbours as a 
drug in the market— an article the supply of 
which was altogether in excess of the demand. 
" Much good will it do us, Esther child, when 
there's ne'er a one of them but Mrs. Jenkins 
would be ready to do us a kind turn which 
cost ever so little. I know the world as you 
can't, being a child ; and I don't need no one 
to tell me that there's nothing much less 
worth having than people's 'sorrow' when a 
misfortune knocks one down." 

This hard judgment of her fellows was 
something so new and strange — nay, the ex- 
pression on the once comely cheerful face was 
so different, that Esther looked up almost 



Digitized by 



A Dark Day. 



121 



timidly; then Mrs. Greenway softened and 
began to weep afresh. 

"I'm getting fairly worn ont and cross- 
grained, I fear," she sobbed. " Don't mind 
half I say, dear; for I shall come to think 
better of it by-and-by." 

"Would you like the priest to come and 
see you, Aunt Alice f " asked the child. " He 
promised to call in and ask how you were 
this evening." 

"No, no; I don't want neither priest nor 
parson " answered poor Alice, rocking herself 
to and fro in her dreary anguish of mind. 
"They can't give me back my poor husband; 
nor you the uncle who's loved you like his 
very own ! Ah, and to think I was so glad 
to get to Hammersley, and never had a feeling 
that there was a trouble like this to meet me." 

Nevertheless, when the priest did come — 
"for manners' sake," as she expressed it — 
Alice Greenway consented to receive him ; and 
finding that he made no attack upon her ir- 
religion, but limited himself to a few kind 
true words about her husband's worth, she was 
beguiled into a conversation, during which 
she gave an exhaustive review of her whole 
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career, in the listening to which Father 
Morton's patience might indeed have been 
counted heroic. 

After that first day the poor wife wept no 
more, but crept about her little cottage pale 
and heavy-eyed, yet softly, as if some one was 
sleeping and must not be awakened. Me- 
chanically she tidied the rooms and performed 
her necessary household duties; but when 
these were done she would sit down by the 
coffin which contained her husband's form, 
feeling that while she possessed that he had 
not wholly left her. Her love of talking had 
given place to a deep moody silence, scarcely 
broken by a word even to little Esther. Nor 
did the child guess that all this time Mrs. 
Greenway's mind was busy with those almost 
last words which had escaped James, as he lay 
dying, in speaking of his wish for her : " Say 
every day, Uncle James begged you with his 
last breath to be a Catholic." 
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FIRST STEPS. 

jOULDthe sunshine have beenbrighter 
could the little Kentish village have 
looked more fair and smiling than 
on the day when Greenway, the carpenter, 
was buried ? All the air was fragrant with 
the sweetness of lilac and hawthorn, and 
musical with the blowing of the soft winds 
and the singing of thrushes and blackbirds. 
The chestnut-trees were fully leaved and 
covered with their spiky cream-hued blooms, 
the two tall poplars by the cottage-gate 
rustled pleasantly, and over all was the clear 
blue sky, with glimpses of fleecy white clouds 
sailing across it here and there. 

Alice sat within like one in a dream, after 
the coffin had been carried out. Father 
Morton had seen her for a moment, but she 
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greeted him abstractedly; she did not even 
appear to heed little Esther's sobs as the 
strange footsteps passed along the passage 
to the door, and the slight confusion subsided 
into the terrible hush and stillness which told 
that all was done and over, except the brief 
and simple ceremony at the grave. 

It was suddenly, at last, that she spoke — so 
suddenly that the child by her side started 
and trembled. 

"There'd be no harm done in saying a 
prayer," remarked the poor woman, who 
knew no comfort in addressing God, yet 
believed it a customary proceeding in times 
of trouble, and almost as much a part of a 
funeral as the undertaker's appearance. 
"You used to go to the church with your 
poor uncle, Esther, so you must know the 
sort of prayers he liked best." 

" Yes," replied the little thing, and with- 
out a pause she began the " Our Father." 

"Aye, that was it he asked me to say with 
him the last evening; and what with the 
journey here and the unsettledness of the 
place, I could scarce give a thought to it. 
But I didn't say poor James nay/' she added, 
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with a passing gleam of satisfaction. " I'm 
glad to think of it now he's gone. Let us 
have some more, Esther." 

Willingly the child repeated the various 
prayers to which she was most accustomed — the 
"Ave Maria/' " Salve Begina," and the " Me- 
morare j" whether her aunt either understood 
or appreciated them she had no means of 
guessing, unless it might be by the loud- 
toned " Amen " which Mrs. Greenway uttered 
at each pause, impelled probably by recol- 
lections of the old clerk of the parish church. 

Her constant friend, Mrs. Jenkins, had 
been dismissed for once, as well as all others 
who proffered their company. "I'd rather 
you let me be," was her answer to every- 
one ; and thus, for the whole of that sad day, 
she sat within her desolate house, tolerating 
only the company of her niece Esther. 

But towards evening poor, changeful Alice 
wearied a little of this self-chosen isolation, 
even to the point of complaining of the deser- 
tion of every one. It was fortunate that 
Mrs. Farley's knock occurred at such an 
opportune moment, for she could not with any 
consistency resist the child's eager " Oh, do 
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see the kind lady from Uplands, Aunt Alice !" 
although her manner did not betray much 
satisfaction. 

" Indeed, ma'am, I'm fairly beat down with 
trouble," she responded to the visitor's first 
greeting. " Never did a woman have a better 
husband than mine, for all he had turned 
Catholic ; and to see him took so sudden — and 
him so well and strong to look at — falls hard 
on me!" 

" It does indeed," said Mrs. Farley gently. 
"Ever since I heard the news I have felt 
greatly troubled about you and this poor little 
girl. But it must be a comfort to you to 
remember what a good pious man your hus- 
band was ; it would be far more terrible if you 
had to sit now and grieve over him being 
struck down in the midst of a bad life, as it 
sometimes happens." 

" Well, I don't know about that," remarked 
Alice. "It's come into my mind now and 
again as there's some wives that can't have 
much to grieve for, by reason of the husband 
being best out of the way. It wasn't so with 
my James; and we'd been as comfortable 
together as need be these many years, which 
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makes it the worse to bear now. If you'll 
believe me, ma'am/' and she looked at 
Mrs. Farley for the first time with a direct 
gaze, " there's days when I can almost fancy I 
hear his step on the floor, or his voice calling 
for me, and I start up thinking to do some- 
thing for him — but there's nothing he'll want 
from me more." 

" Oh, do not say that !" exclaimed Mrs. 
Farley. " There are your prayers — he wants 
them, he needs them ! I don't think there is 
anything which helps us to bear the death of 
our friends so much as the certainty that by 
praying we can do good to their souls. They 
are not wholly gone from us while we can aid 
them." 

" Prayers !" repeated Alice. " I'm not 
much in the way of prayers, having always 
had my hands too full of work; but if ever 
anyone asked th' Almighty anything earnest, 
*twas me during those hours my James lay 
dying. I asked for him to live as well as I 
knew how, but 'twas no manner of use, as you 
see, ma'am ; and all the praying in the world 
won't bring back them that's dead and 
buried." 
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" No indeed,'$rejoined Mrs. Parley. " God 
knows best, and when it is His will to take 
away one of His creatures, no words of ours 
can prevent nor bring them. back. Still, the 
soul of your husband lives, Mrs. Greenway ; 
it has not yet passed to its full rest, and 
for this you and all of us who knew him can 
pray." 

" Pray for a dead and gone man — as I've 
seen a corpse with my own eyes !" said Alice ; 
and then, with a dreary shake of the head, she 
added, "if that's what Catholics do, it's no 
manner of use, I can tell 'em." 

"Catholics pray for the living soul — the 
soul which cannot die," said Mrs. Parley 
steadily. " Surely you know that when your 
husband passed away from this world, that 
was not an end of all for him ? Surely you 
have heard of heaven and of hell V } 

" Yes, IVe heard of 'em," said Alice hesi- 
tatingly. " If heaven's for the good, my 
James is there a'ready." 

"Heaven is for the good, for those who 
have struggled hard in life to love and serve 
God, and avoid all which is displeasing to 
Him. But even the very best of people fail 
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in many ways ; they sin, they fall, and thus, 
though they repent, they are not quite pure 
and stainless when they die — as pure as God 
must have the souls which dwell with Him 
forever in heaven." 

"I'll never believe my James has gone to 
the bad place — no, not if a hundred ladies sat 
in my kitchen and told me so !" cried Alice, 
with an angry gleam in her tearful 6yes. x 
"James! — as never had a word said agen 
him save for turning Catholic, as even his 
own wife never see the worse for drink, as 
brought home his wages reg'lar as the weeks 
come round, and left a matter of twenty 
pounds, five shillings and sevenpence laid by 
in the savings'-bank against wanting it I" 

" I believe there are few men as good and 
as much respected as your husband was, 
Mrs. Greenway," continued Mrs. Farley, lay- 
ing a gentle hand on her arm. ' s I shall say 
far more in his praise than you have done, for 
I feel sure he was a truly Christian man — a 
man who loved God and had learned to serve 
Him rightly, because he listened to Christ's 
Church as a teacher. I only wish to comfort 
you when I say that there is much for you to 
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do for him, and every prayer you offer will 
make you feel as if you were less parted one 
from the other. I feel sure, thank God, that 
the soul of Greonway is safe — that he has 
escaped the eternal punishment of sin because 
he has so fully repented, because Christ's own 
blood has been poured out upon him again 
and again in the Sacrament of our Church. 
All this you cannot exactly understand — you 
will some time, I hope ; but can you not be- 
lieve me that every little prayer you offer is a 
way of helping his soul to greater peace, 
greater happiness — even into the constant 
presence of God ?" 

"I don't see how it can; but if I could 
make him happier, wherever he is, I'd be glad 
to try. He'll know maybe I'm trying and 
she looked almost wistfully at her visitor. 

" Oh, I am sure it will make you happier," 
said Mrs. Farley warmly. " In your sorrow 
and loneliness, you will find it a comfort to 
say, € He is not too far for my prayers to reach 
him and as you repeat an ' Our Father/ or 
any of the simple words little Esther can 
show you in one of her books, you will grow 
more peaceful — you will indeed. And then, 
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Mrs. Greenway, as your husband went that 
last evening of his life to our little chapel, 
would you like to come there now and then 
when all is quiet and no one is about ? You 
could say a prayer there and think of him." 

" Well, I'd thought of that a'ready," said 
Alice. It'd come into my mind — well, I 
shouldn't like it to be said I was turning 
Catholic of a sudden, but for all that, I'd be 
glad if I could go into the chapel where he 
set foot the last time he passed the door, little 
thinking what was coming on him." 

" It is very quiet there this evening," said 
Mrs. Farley. " It is a fine night, and there 
will be the moon to light you home. Shall I 
walk there with you now, after this long, sad 
day indoors ?" 

Mrs. Greenway hesitated, but at length 
agreed, for despite all her resolutions to sit 
in solitary, dreary silence, she found it very 
ill-suited to her natural character ; and there 
was not only something agreeable in having a 
listener and sympathizer, but the still more 
soothing fact that this should be no mere 
neighbourly woman of her own class, but the 
popular lady who owned Uplands. 
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"I suppose no one would take it amiss 
seeing me out, when he was only buried this 
morning," she said. " However, a breath of 
air is good for the child, and she'll not leave 
me ; so Pll go, ma'am, and thank you." 

Thus, then, was Mrs. Greenway's first visit to 
the Catholic chapel brought about ; just as she 
reached its door she caught little Esther's hand 
and whispered, " It's only the ' Our Father 9 
I know — I suppose if I say that, it will do 
then, encouraged by the child's gesture, she 
entered and knelt down as she saw her com- 
panions doing. 

Who of us can tell the varied influences which 
have been produced upon the human heart by 
a brief stay in the presence of Christ, in many 
such a humble little building as the chapel at 
Uplands f Who of us can know how conscience 
has been roused, how memories have been 
awakened, how sorrows have been well-nigh 
healed, how peace, and hope, and courage have 
been imparted, even by the silence of our 
Blessed Lord upon the altar ; and yet there 
are, and there ever will be, moments when we 
are ready to cry, " Oh, if He would but speak 
to us, if He would but grant one word as a 
sign of His divine will in our perplexity !" 
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Upon poor untaught Alice Greenway, the 
calm silence with which she was surrounded 
had an effect which rather startled Esther, who 
could not tell that the burst of bitter weeping 
gave some ease to an over-burdened heart. 
Nor could she tell either that to her aunt it 
seemed as if that death-room scene was being 
acted over again ; that once more she could 
almost imagine those dimming eyes were 
turned upon her with a mute request — that 
desire which was afterwards uttered to little 
Esther. So strangely keen also was the 
woman's sense of there being some difference 
in that one to the ordinary churches she had 
entered at rare intervals of her life, that she 
presently began to look round her curiously, 
wiping her eyes now and then ; then came 
back to her words which her husband had let 
fall, and the little girl's simple assurance that 
God was there, actually there upon the altar of 
every Catholic church, and it did not seem so 
altogether impossible to believe. And suddenly 
the purpose of her visit came into her mind, 
and slowly and half-aloud she went through 
the only prayer with which she was at all 
familiar, and as she uttered the words, she 
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really believed what Mrs. Farley had told her, 
and was not only glad to feel that even for the 
dead petitions to God were availing, but also 
that she must learn more prayers to use, either 
by questioning her little niece or by studying 
the clearly-printed book which had belonged 
to the carpenter. 

Presently Mrs. Parley werub to her, and pro- 
bably whispered that she would do well to go 
home, for she rose at once, and again closely 
imitating her companions, even to the reveren 
genuflexion, passed out. 

" I shall come and see you to-morrow," said 
her new friend, with a kind pressure of the hand, 
and so Alice and the little girl walked along 
the lane together, towards their cottage. 

" Esther — do you think as your poor dead 
uncle knows where I've been to-night ?" were 
the first words spoken between them. 

"Fm not sure, Aunt Alice," replied the 
child, with a little hesitation, "but I like to 
think so ; it makes me not quite so unhappy." 

"That was why I went," continued Mrs. 
Green way. " Something seemed to tell me as 
I might have pleased him while he was here 
by going to his church with him, and so maybe 
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he'd know now I was ready to make up for it. 
Yes, that was what took me, Esther — nothing 
more nor less. But when I was kneeling there, 
'twas as if every word he ever said to me 
about his Catholic religion came back as clear 
as if he were speaking it ; I seemed to see him 
kneeling before that Cross he'd hung up on 
the wall, and the little image he'd stood on the 
table under it, which many and many a time — 
God forgive me ! — I've felt angry enough to 
break. And as I thought first of one thing 
and then of another, the only wish in my heart 
was that he was here now to listen to me tell- 
ing him that his way should be my way, and 
I'd learn to be a Catholic too." 

" Oh, Aunt Alice, you can do that, even 
though Uncle James is dead ! — think how he 
said I was to remind you it was his last wish.' 

st Yes ; but I don't know what I've got to 
do, and new ways don't fit easy at my time of 
life/' said Mrs. Greenway. " Besides, Esther, 
there's something else to think of — there's no 
more wages to come in from the carpentering, 
and I don't want to take out of my poor man's 
savings, except for his burying, and what can't 
be done without. I'm scarce young enough, 
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to go to service again — besides, I couldn't part 
from you, my dear ; still, some way or another, 
there's a living to be . made for the two of us, 
and there'll be no time to be thinking of 
religion." 

" Uncle James always found time to think 
of it," remarked Esther, "and he worked 
hard every day." 

This was undeniable, as the sigh that escaped 
from Mrs. Green way seemed to confess. " Ah 
well, we can't see what's before us all at once,' 1 
she said. " And here we are at home, though 
it'll never seem like home to me without my 
good husband ;" and then all the loneliness of 
her position came back upon her, and she wept 
and lamented long after even her patient little 
companion had sobbed herself to sleep. 

Yet when Alice felt herself unwatched, when 
Esther's regular breathing assured her that 
she might do what she would unobserved, she 
knelt down before the Crucifix on the wall, just 
as she had seen her dead husband do, night 
and morning, with a vague idea that by this 
action she would be not only imitating him, 
but benefiting herself. No cry broke from her 
lips then; she only remained dumbly regarding 
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that imaged figure with fixed dilated eyes. 
Wherever James might be now, whatsoever 
gulf yawned between them, though she had 
lost thelight of her own life, some consciousness 
was in her heart that it was not for ever — 
there, was hope of a future to sustain her. 
Never in all her days until this time of sorrow 
had she cast about within her to discover i£ 
she had any one settled belief; but Mrs. Farley's 
words had roused the positive conviction that 
this life is not the end of things for us, that 
future happiness or misery must await all who 
have been called to pass through the valley of 
the shadow of death. For James, his bereaved 
wife had no fear ; she knew his simple piety. 
For herself there was now alarm, a real alarm 
— she could partly understand his concern 
that she had felt neither love nor fear of God. 

To see him again, was that not something 
to strive for? And if hitherto Mrs. Green- 
way had, in common with many another irre- 
ligious person, spoken of heaven and the 
meeting there much as if the subject had 
been emigration to New Zealand performed in 
detachments by an affectionate family, she 
realized now that it could not be a matter of 
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chance, of ease, of certainty. A confusion 
was in her mind as she kept her gaze upon 
the little plaster crucifix. It represented, as 
she knew, the death and the life-giving sacri- 
fice of Christ the Saviour of the world ; but 
in what manner this was to benefit herself she 
could not have told anyone, neither could she 
have explained why to pray before it had 
been the carpenter's daily custom. 

"I don't know anything," she murmured 
at last. " I want some one to teach me ; that's 
what I want. If my poor James begged me, 
as he lay dying, to be a Catholic, a Catholic 
I'm bound to be, seeing I want to do what I 
left undone when he was here, and am sorry 
for now ; but how or where to begin, I know 
no more than a baby !' 

The little, however, which she did under- 
stand, the first hesitating step upon the new 
way which lay outspread in uncertainty before 
her, she tried to make the most of; it was 
only the " Our Father," which she knew as a 
prayer her husband had used and loved, and 
she was repeating it when she lay down 
beside the sleeping child, and her own heavy 
eyes closed at last. 
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When morning came — the sweet, fresh 
spring morning — Mrs. Greenway rose up with 
the will to carry her great sorrow quietly. 

" Esther," she said to the child, " you 
must begin to go to the little school for 
Catholic children, for I know 'twas the first 
thing your uncle would have thought of. 
Dear, how pleased he was that day Mrs. 
Jenkins came over to see us, and told us 
all the Hammersley news ! ( There's even a 
school the priest has begun/ says she; and 
I mind how, after she was gone, and James 
and me were talking things over, and I was 
doing my best to persuade him to go back, 
he says : * There'd be a school for Esther, and 
that's one reason for it. I shouldn't like to 
take her to a place where she must be taught 
a many useful things but not a word about 
Almighty God according to what Catholics 
believe in Him.' Those were his very words, 
Esther; so you mustn't be stopping at home 
with me any more." 

'You'll take me the first morning, won't 
you, aunt V said Esther, with a little natural 
shyness. ' I should think we must go to the 
priest about it.' 
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Mrs. Greenway looked doubtful ; but at 
last consented, as no other means of arrang- 
ing for the child's schooling suggested itself 
to her mind. 

"I scarce like to be walking here and 
there, and him so lately buried," she said 
sorrowfully; " however, what's right must 
be done, I suppose. I'll go with you to speak 
to this Father Morton, then ; maybe he could 
put a thought into my head about work for 
myself/ 

" I wish I was big, and then I should do 
work enough for both of us," said Esther, 
stealing her hand within her aunt's. 

" Ah, my dear, wishes are poor sorts of 
things at best," replied Alice. " It'll be many 
a year before you can work for yourself ; and 
when you re old enough, you'll find it none 
too easy. I'm sure my head is pretty well 
dazed with one thing and another ; so I can't 
for the life of me think what I'm good for. 
I am a fairish hand at sewing ; but where's 
the sewing that'll come out of Hammersley 
enough to keep body and soul together, 
'twould puzzle Solomon himself to tell." 

It was a dispiriting view of life, and un- 
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fortunately true enough to carry weight with 
it. Esther prepared for her appearance at 
the school in a sorrowful mood, and wished 
again, as she had done so often in that past 
sad week, that she was a woman instead of a . 
little girl. 

Some comfort came to her, however, from 
the conviction that God would not be wanting 
in granting them the help He has promised 
to those who seek it; and she ventured to 
say something of this as they walked towards 
Uplands. But Mrs. Greenway received the 
suggestion less good-naturedly than was her 
custom when Esther was the speaker. 

" For goodness' sake, child I" she exclaimed 
rather sharply, " don't begin repeating just 
what you've heard Mrs. Jenkins and the rest 
say. It's fine to talk, when it's of other 
people's troubles, about God helping. I've 
heard most of it from them that's afraid 
of being asked to lend a hand themselves! 
They're ready enough to shift things on to 
th' Almighty ; but there I am, getting cross 
over it, though Fd made up my mind that 
never a rough word should pass my lips to 
rise up against me, as many a word does that 
I spoke to my poor James !" s 
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They were just at Uplands now, and the 
sight of the priest's little cottage, with the 
small school-house adjoining it, put Mrs. 
Greenway in what she termed "a fluster." 
However, it would not have been like her to 
turn coward, so with an effort, she brought 
her mind to the ringing of the bell, and thus 
was quickly ushered into the priest's presence. 

Her special errand was soon explained 
and Esther was taken to her new schoolmates 
— not as yet very many in number, for 
children, and especially children who sought 
admission among Catholics, were not plentiful 
in Hammersley. 

"I'd like to say a word to you myself, 
sir," said Mrs. Greenway to Father Morton, 
as they came out of the schoolroom; and 
being taken back to the little parlour, it 
seemed after all an easy thing to tell so kind 
a listener her fears for the future as regarded 
temporal things, and from this she found 
herself led on to reveal much of her condition 
of mind on religious matters. 

"A. Catholic I'm bound to be," she re- 
peated more than once ; " but I don't know 
how." After such an assertion she could not 
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refuse the offer of instruction which was 
held out to her, and when she took her leave 
it was with a little penny Catechism in her 
hand, which she had promised to look at 
carefully, and the undertaking given that 
she would appear at an hour Father Morton 
had appointed for talking to her of the 
concerns of her soul. 

"Little Esther can read it to me," she 
had said, when the Catechism was put before 
her, and so it was that the same evening the 
child was called to begin her task. 
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A SHADOW. 

IFg^E SPITE the fair promise of her first 
ftjl§jH| beginning, never did priest have 

' ' greater disappointment in his efforts 

to do good to a Soul than had Father Morton 
in the case of Alice Greenway. 

She had no objection to any special doctrine 
of the Church — she singled out no one thing 
which she felt hard or impossible to believe I 
she even went so far as assenting to all she 
was told ; but when it was a question of action 
she held determinedly back. 

The concern and desire which her husband's 
sudden death had excited seemed lulled to 
sleep by the fact that she went to the Catholic 
chapel, and stood and sat and knelt by turns, 
after the fashion of those around her; also 
because she set Esther to read from the 
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Catechism as regularly as evening came round, 
and occasionally visited the priest and listened 
respectfully to all he urged on her. With so 
much done, Mrs. Green way felt aggrieved that 
more was expected of her. She was wont to 
say that if she was not a Catholic, she was so 
much like one that people would hardly know 
the difference, and to herself this seemed most 
satisfactory. 

Her mind was soon set at ease, as regarded 
her own maintenance and that of the child, by 
the fact that she was given the post of lodge- 
keeper at one of the large gentleman's houses 
outside the village ; and as this had been 
offered by the influence of the Vicar of Ham- 
mersley, she had some scruple as to whether 
she was not bound to an appearance in the old 
church as a proof of gratitude. 

From this step she was, however, deterred — 
first, because no one asked it of her; secondly, 
because she felt it necessary to keep Esther 
company at the little Catholic chapel ; thirdly, 
because she felt a dim consciousness that she 
had committed herself to something almost 
like a promise by the coffin of her dead hus- 
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band that she would follow the religion he had 
chosen for himself. 

She could not — would not see that the half- 
following of it was little worth. As weeks 
and months passed on, she became more en- 
tirely satisfied with her way of life, and was 
alike a stranger to concern either for present 
or future. The one point on which she was 
perhaps truly Catholic was that of prayers for 
the dead. She would even argue in favour of 
it, after her own odd fashion, with her friend, 
Mrs. Jenkins. 

"Yes, it's right against the Church of 
England — you needn't tell me that," she would 
say. "But that don't matter, not one bit. 
There's heaven and there's hell — the Vicar 
himself would tell you that much — and it 
stands to sense that though there couldn't be 
a much better man than my James, being took 
sudden and unawares-like, he mightn't have 
been rightly fit for heaven ; so it's fair to 
believe there's some place between earth and 
heaven, and that is what Catholics call purga- 
tory — leastways, as I understand their mean- 
ing." 

u Well, I'm no scholar/' Mrs. Jenkins would 
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answer humbly; "but it's plain to me as 
you're three parts a Catholic/' And her 
friend would answer : 

"Yes, you'd scarce know the difference, 
would you J" and repeat the conversation at 
length to Esther as a method of self- justifica- 
tion. 

Like many another person of better know- 
ledge, the idea of confession was unpalatable. 
It was very well for those who liked it ; but to 
Mrs. Greenway it seemed a matter on which 
she might reserve to herself the right of 
private judgment. 

"Bless you, ma'am," she would answer 
Mrs. Farley, who tried hard to impress her 
with the real need of the Sacraments, "I 
shouldn't know what to say, and I'm sure I 
wouldn't be wishful to trouble the good gen- 
tleman for nothing. I tried to do my duty 
when my husband was here, and I've tried to 
do it since; and, thank God, there's no one 
in all Hammersley can cast up anything 
against me as I'm ashamed of." 

So time went by, days and weeks followed 
in uneventful routine, aud Esther's little face 
was growing into a girl's face, her legs and 
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skirts lengthening together, her thoughtful 
childishness developing into something almost 
womanly, as she began now seriously to think 
of what her work in life should be. She could 
not follow the example of her aunt Alice; 
and, closing her eyes to the future, slide on 
like some quiet river towards the unknown 
sea ! No ideas filled her mind of being some- 
what above her station; she had none of 
the foolish feeling which deems domestic 
service almost a degradation, and certainly a 
drudgery; and her ambition was to be old 
enough to get occupied in the family of Mrs. 
Farley or other of the Catholics round about 
Hammersley. 

To leave the village would scarcely be possi- 
ble, for this would be to leave Mrs. Green- 
way, whom the child had looked on almost in 
the light of some sacred charge, put upon her 
by her dear and unf orgotten uncle ; some one 
to pray for, to influence (in so far as a woman 
can be influenced by one so young as Esther), 
to remind of the wish and hope of him who 
was gone. Otherwise, there might have been 
a little of the desire which is sure^to spring 
up within the young sooner or later, to see 
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fresh scenes and livelier ones than a quiet 
country village affords, wherein each day is a 
counterpart of yesterday, and nothing very 
novel is to be expected on the morrow. 

Sometimes Esther would talk over her 
future with her aunt, especially when she 
was nearing fourteen years old and her 
school-days were just over; but Mrs. Green- 
way did not very much fancy the schemes 
which the child made for herself. 

s There's no call for you to go to service 
while we're living rent-free, and have been 
settled comfortably for all these years, and 
no chance of being turned out. Never could 
anything have happened more fortunately 
than the Vicar getting me here as lodge- 
keeper and to help up at the house now aiid 
again; it's been the way of having a good 
home over our heads, Esther, and I see no 
use in your leaving it. You might do a little 
with dressmaking or millinery, being handy at 
your needle. I've nothing to say against that." 

"I'd rather try service," Esther would 
answer. " Not to go away from Hammersley, 
but somewhere quite close, where I was able 
to see you very often, aunt." 



Digitized by 



150 



Our Esther. 



" Meaning at Uplands, I suppose," said Mrs. 
Greenway, with a little spice of vexation in 
took and tone. " From the first day we came 
back here — and you and my poor husband 
went off to that chapel before there was a 
thing in its place for any of us — to this day, 
there's nowhere your mind has been so fixed 
on as that house ! Fm not saying but Mrs. 
Farley's a kind-hearted lady," she added 
hastily, " but there's others as good, even if 
they're not Catholics." 

" I am sure everyone has been kind," said 
Esther gently; "but I would rather be a 
servant with Catholics if I can." 

"I don't see that it matters at all," re- 
sponded Mrs. Greenway, "but I suppose you 
think you know best ; it's the common way at 
your age." 

This decision that, nothing mattered had 
become a constant one for several years; it 
had lain at the root of a withdrawal from 
Catholic influence, at the root of the giving 
up attendance at Mass, which for a consider- 
able time after her husband's death had been 
Alice's Sunday rule. 

When her sorrow was fresh, and conscience 
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had been to some extent awakened, she seemed 
so near to the acceptance of grace; soon she 
had turned away from it as a needless gift, or 
one which might be of more value as time 
went on. 

Mrs. Greenway's had, however, always been 
a changeful nature, and in due course she con- 
sented not only to Esther's going to service, 
but to Uplands, a situation there being open 
to her. It was certainly dreary at the Lodge 
when the bright girl had left it, but Mrs. 
Farley allowed a meeting whenever Alice 
chose to come up to her house, besides kindly 
making opportunities for Esther to run "home" 
once or twice during the interval between 
Sunday and Sunday. 

Thus pleasantly did the future open before 
the girl; if there were little difficulties and 
disappointments inseparable from the first 
beginning of a new way of life, she met them 
with a good will and a brave spirit, which as 
we all know is the way to level the roughest 
road, or to brighten a grey sky. Esther's was 
not a rough road, nor was her domestic life a 
sunless one. " They are so kind to me," was 
her constant report to her aunt; and after a 
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time she would add, "I really think I am 
getting on." Unlike many girls, and some, 
indeed, who have reached woman's estate, she 
had not considered only the comfort or ad- 
vantage to herself as a servant at Uplands, 
but also the point of whether she could prove 
useful. This was partly attributable to words 
which had frequently fallen from her aunt at 
the lodge. 

"It turns me fairly sick," Mrs. Greenway 
would say, in a fit of indignation against 
modern domestics, " to hear women that have 
to get their living talking as if they needn't 
do a hand's turn. s It's not a place as'd suit 
me,' says one; and it never crosses her mind 
as to whether she'd suit the place. ' There's 
too much to do/ says another. Or, € I couldn't 
stand it, not getting out as I've been used to/ 
All I know is, I'd blush for you, Esther, if you 
were to talk after that fashion." 

So if Esther had no religious training from 
her aunt, it is but fair to admit that she was 
not sent out into life without a good stock of 
the common-sense workaday notions which 
Alice Greenway had herself imbibed in her 
early youth; and Mrs. Farley reaped the 
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advantage of finding in the young girl a 
cheerful willingness to learn and to work, as a 
counterpoise to ignorance of much which time 
and habit would combine to teach her — in all 
this she was in exact contrast to another young 
girl from the village, who occupied much such 
a place under the cook which Esther had 
under the housemaid. 

Frances Carter was not a native of Ham- 
mersley ; she belonged to one of the families 
who had settled there comparatively lately, and 
upon whom people like Mr$. Greenway looked 
with a mixture of doubt and disapproval. 

Though her home was rather an indifferent 
one, the girl had a good character in the little 
Catholic school, and it was by the priest's 
earnest request that an opening was made for 
her in the Uplands kitchen — the training of 
young women under her own competent ser- 
vants being one of Mrs. Farley's many ways 
of doing good. 

tf I'm sorry you'll have that Frances Carter 
for company," Alice Greenway had said when 
her niece first told her of the new addition to 
her employer's household; but this regret was 
based upon the fact that Frances was not " of 
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Hammersley/'butbad come there with her father 
and mother with nothing more certainly known 
about them than that they were " London 
bred," and thus inferior in good qualities to all 
Kentish people. 

"She'll be no account with the work," said 
Alice, when Esther spoke of Frances as very 
good-natured; and afterwards she invariably 
declined to hear any more concerning the girl 
on the occasions of her niece's visits, or those 
times when she herself went up to Mrs. 
Farley's for a few moments' chat. 

Smoothly then rolled the first months of 
Esther's service; as it grew near the end of a 
year, she had become quite a clever little 
housemaid, and popular both in drawing- 
room and in kitchen. 

Bright though her face might be, merry 
her laugh, and light her heart, there was 
within Esther's nature a capability of which 
no one guessed from a mere ordinary know- 
ledge of her ; she was not able, even had she 
wished it, to speak freely of herself — to tell 
how, even in this time of early girlhood, the 
sweetness of sacrifice, the joy of giving up 
all for others and for God, seemed to open 
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before her soul's gaze in times of prayer, or 
after she had received her Lord in Holy 
Communion. 

Once or twice a little of this had crept out 
in a few trembling words to Father Morton. 

" I cannot see what God has in store for 
you, my child," he answered. "I have 
thought that He would in some way bind you 
to the Cross ; but it is not for me to predict 
what lies hidden from our eyes. Do your 
present duty — the duties which lie nearest — 
and rest content. It is very certain that if 
we are truly called to walk with Jesus in suf- 
fering, it is a blessed way, and a way of 
safety." 

On, then, went the days, and the threads 
of the lives of the two young maids in the 
household at Uplands were more and more 
wove* together; little did either of them 
dream of a cloud gathering while they went 
through the routine of work, and talked and 
laughed, ate and slept, in company. 

Gradually, however, Esther got to know 
that her friend Frances was unhappy, that 
her temper grew uncertain, her moods change- 
ful ; until at length the misery of her heart 
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crept into the expression of her face, and 
caused both her mistress and the servants to 
ask what ailed her. She had no complaint 
to make, even to Esther ; but she moaned in 
her restless sleep; and in sleep at last her 
secret came out, and passed to the other 
girl's knowledge. 

It was a burden for all one long and slow- 
passing week : then, in hesitating tones, Esther 
let Frances understand what had happened, 
and how her concealed dishonesty was be- 
trayed. 

At first Frances was angry, indignant, 
positive in her assertions that there was no 
ground for her disjointed confession — that 
people " often talked nonsense in their sleep 
after a while, however, she changed her course 
of action, and melting into tears, appealed to 
Esther's tenderness of heart. 

" If you knew what my home is," she urged, 
" if you only knew how my father needed jus!; 
what I took for him, you would not wonder, 
Esther. And Mr. and Mrs. Farley have 
plenty ; they will never even miss those three 
poor sovereigns — never know they are gone, I 
believe. It is not as if I did them an injury." 
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" But ifc is stealings all the same," returned 
Esther, "and even if they never find out that 
the money is gone, the sin is the same. Oh, 
Frances ! if you had only ashed Mrs. Farley, 
I am sure she would have helped you." 

" Are you ?" said Frances, with an angry 
sob; " then that proves how little you know 
about her, as far as I am concerned. You are 
a favourite, but as for me — well, I only know 
what a lecture I got the last time I asked for 
my wages before they came due." 

"Only because you were getting extrava- 
gant, and too fond of dress," said Esther 
gently. " Oh Frances, don't be angry ! but it 
would be quite a different thing to ask help in 
any trouble you have at home." 

"Don't preach at me," returned the other 
sharply— but then, remembering all that was 
at stake, she softened once more, and with 
tears implored Esther to keep her secret un- 
revealed. 

"I am so afraid of doing what is not right 
and best — but yet I suppose it could not be 
right for me to make known what has been 
wrong in you," said Esther thoughtfully. 
" If I am asked anything, what shall I say ?" 
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" You will never be asked," was the answer. 
" Oh, Esther 1 I could not have believed you 
would be so selfish — you are afraid of getting 
the least bit of blame to save me from losing 
my good name and everything else." 

" Indeed I was not thinking of myself," said 
Esther, her eyes filling. " It is for your own 
sake I want you to tell Mrs. Farley all — not 
for mine. You will be so unhappy, Frances, 
even if she never finds out how you have acted." 

" I shall have to confess it," said Frances 
sullenly. "That is the worst of being a 
Catholic, and of living with people who are for 
ever bothering about our going to the Sacra- 
ments. But what are you looking pleased at 
now ?" 

" Oh, because you don't mean to hide the 
sin from God, and of course if His priest 
knows it you will learn what you must do. I 
am not afraid any more, Frances ; you may 
be sure that I will never tell what I know." 

"Not even if you were suspected?" said 
Frances quickly. "I am sure you will not 
be — indeed, I would tell of myself first ; I am 
only asking just to hear what you will say, 
Esther^' 
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" I should not be very unhappy if I were 
suspected of what I had never done," said the 
other girl quietly. " It would be easy, because 
God would be thinking so differently to what 
others were thinking of us." 

The bell summoning Esther upstairs put 
an end to the conversation, and it was only 
when they were both preparing to go to rest 
in the room they shared together that the 
subject was resumed by her timid inquiry — 

' * You will soon be going to the church to 
see Father Morton, won't you, Frances ?" 

" Yes ; I'll go on Saturday," said the other. 
" Why do you ask me such a thing ?" 

"Why? — oh, because you will not be 
happy until you have told him all," answered 
Esther simply ; and as Frances responded by 
declaring herself sleepy and disinclined to talk, 
she knelt down before her little Crucifix, and 
prayed longer than was her custom. 

When she rose up, Frances, looking cau- 
tiously from under her half-closed eye-lids, 
thought that she had never seen on any face 
a look such as that which was on the face of her 
young fellow-servant — it puzzled her. Grave 
even to sadness, yet very peaceful, it was 
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almost the expression of one who, catching a 
glimpse of coming suffering, has found courage 
and strength at the foot of the Cross; yet 
Esther had not foreseen the shadow over her 
Bky— it was only as if, looking up through its 
blue clearness, some whisper had reached 
her to tell that in shame and humiliation 
there may be concealed a joy such as the 
heart of the happy and well-esteemed can 
never conceive J 

When Saturday came Frances Carter asked 
leave to go out, and Esther believed she was 
bound on an errand which should set her feet 
in a right path ; she would have been pained 
and startled had she been able to watch her 
friend speeding towards her home, a mile and 
more away, laughing within herself to think 
how cleverly she had managed. 
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CHAPTER X 

UNDER SUSPICION. 

j|T was a sultry June day, even in the 
country; the sun must have been 
merciless where it fell on the streets 
of close, unshaded town-houses. The mistress 
of Uplands had taken her work to an open 
window, but it fell from her hands ; less, how- 
ever, by reason of weariness than because of 
the perplexed thoughts which were harassing 
her. 

" Sitting dreaming !" exclaimed Mr. Farley, 
walking in from the garden. "That is not 
much in your line, my dear." But the smile 
faded from his lips as he came in full view of 
his wife's face, and he added, " What is the 
matter ?" 

" I hardly know, except that something is 
troubling me which seems very inexplicable," 
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she answered. "In all the years of our 
married life, we have had good, faithful 
servants. Do you think it is possible that 
there is one untrustworthy person now ?" 

" Certainly not," was the reply. "The 
women are thorough good Catholics, and as 
for the girls — why, my dear wife, how has 
any suspicion entered into your mind ?" 

" Do not call it suspicion yet," she answered, 
"when I am trying my hardest not to suspect 
any thing nor any one. I have been trying for 
an hour or more to find a solution to this 
enigma — how some money has gone from the 
little drawer in my writing-table. It is the 
second time ; the first time I believed I had 
myself spent something and forgotten it, but 
now that the same discovery is forced on me 
— Ah ! money cannot vanish without hands, 
and I have always trusted the servants so 
fully, as you know, that I have left every 
place unlocked. Perhaps I have been wrong 
in this — it may have pot temptation in the 
way of such young girls as Frances and 
Esther." 

"Frances is always in the kitchen, isn't 
she ?" said Mr. Farley ; " and Esther, why, I 
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would vouch for the girl's honesty as I would 
for my own !" 

" Yes ; I should say the same. But in the 
face of an absolute fact what can we think ? 
and the money has certainly gone." 

" You must look again/' replied Mr. Parley; 
' ' for I would not on any account harbour an 
unjust suspicion." 

" I could not bring myself to accuse either 
Esther or Frances and Mrs. Farley looked 
thoughtfully out over the garden, as if she 
might perchance find an answer to her, dif- 
ficulty among the shrubs and blossoms. There 
she saw the special object of her thoughts — 
even Esther, who had taken to the duty of 
gathering flowers daily to ornament the rooms, 
and evinced a very pretty taste in her decora- 
tions. 

"She has not the least look of one who 
could do a mean or dishonest thing," was the 
lady's reflection; "besides, she comes of such 
thoroughly respectable people. As for Frances 
— well, she has not nearly so many opportuni- 
ties of coming in here ; she rarely leaves the 
kitchen, while Esther is in and out all day, 
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and knows almost as well as myself where I 
keep everything." 

However, neither thinking nor searching 
had the effect of throwing light on the mys- 
tery ; the money was gone, and the point which 
Mrs. Farley could scarcely decide was whether 
or no to speak of the matter to her household. 
In the end she decided that to do so was right, 
however unpleasant; for otherwise the offender 
might be encouraged to believe that a theft 
would be unnoticed and thus could easily be 
repeated another time. 

Very gently did their mistress inquire of 
both girls if they could say anything about 
the matter. Frances heard her with an air of 
incredulous surprise, which passed excellently 
well for innocence ; Esther, on the contrary, 
coloured and trembled, and could only falter, 
"I did not take it." 

There was no further scene : neither Mr. nor 
Mrs. Farley were people who would be harsh 
in any case, much less a case of mere suspicion ; 
but the impression left on both their minds was 
that Esther had yielded to some sudden tempta- 
tion, and they urged her to speak out fearlessly, 
for that she should certainly be forgiven. 
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"I cannot tell anything about it," she 
sobbed ; and when Father Morton was made 
aware of the occurrence and spoke to her 
similarly, her answer was just the same. 

"You knew the money was gone then?" 
they would say to her ; and she was obliged to 
admit this knowledge, but yet protested her 
innocence of the theft. 

" I never felt so uncomfortable before," Mrs. 
Farley remarked to her husband, when all 
efforts to move Esther to disclose more had 
failed. "Her look, her admission that she 
knew the drawer where I so foolishly left a 
sum of loose gold, her further admission that 
she knew the money was gone, all seem 
against her ; and yet she says she is innocent, 
and from my knowledge of her I am bound to 
believe her word. Frances is quite different ; 
it is as plain to Father Morton as to ourselves 
that she had no idea of the contents of my 
writing-table, and was surprised that any 
money was missing. I shall take care not to 
injure Esther's character in Hammersiey, but 
I must send for her aunt, and tell her how 
things are." 

The friendly dusk sheltered Mrs. Green- 
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way's face when she came up to that interview 
with Mrs. Farley — came without anything 
forewarning her of a trouble or a shame ; 
when she had heard all, tears of honest indig- 
nation shone in her eyes, but she did not credit 
a word against Esther. 

"If the girl says she is innocent, ma'am, 
innocent she is" was all she answered when 
the facts were laid before her. " She may be 
a silly child, and thinking it right to screen 
the real thief ; but that is the most against her, 
I'm certain." 

"I hope so, indeed; we have all thought 
so very highly of your niece," said Mrs. Farley. 
" You must understand, Mrs. Greenway, that 
I do not bring any accusation against her. I 
have only mentioned the matter to Father 
Morton, and I sent for you, feeling it a duty. 
I shall keep both the girls in my service until 
I sqe grave reason for dismissing either of 
them ; but for the future I shall be watchful." 

Alice Greenway's face had assumed an ex- 
pression which the lady did not quite under- 
stand — it was not one of thankfulness for her 
forbearance, but of some strong independent 
resolution. 
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" Begging your pardon, ma'am," she said 
quietly, " but Esther will not stop in service 
at Uplands. I was only waiting to say that I'd 
take her home with me this evening, for I'd 
never let her stay where she wasn't trusted. 
She's young, ma'am, and I dare say has got her 
giddy trying ways, like most other girls, but 
there's no harm in Esther. Since she came home 
to me and my poor husband years back now, 
she's been a real blessing and comfort : and I 
know I'm only acting as he would act if he 
were here, when I say I'll take her back with 
me this evening, if you please." 

" I cannot refuse, of course, if that is your 
decision," said Mrs. Farley, " but it seems a 
pity, for her own sake. You know how things 
are spoken of in a small village, and it is 
almost certain that the Hammersley people 
will discover some fault lies at the bottom of 
such a sudden departure. The girl has her 
character at stake, and it might be difficult for 
her to obtain another situation, except away in 
some distant place — which you would object 
to." 

" Ma'am," said Alice firmly,but still respect- 
fully, " I have no mind to let Esther try after 
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fresh places; she shall stop with me as loDg 
as I've a roof over my head, for she's dear to 
me as my own child. Perhaps the time may 
come when all this will be cleared up, but 
that's as it may be. Would you please let me 
tell Esther to put her few things together, for 
I must be getting home ?" 

"I will send for her here," was Mrs. 
Farley's reply. " I wish to speak to her and 
let her know that I had no desire for her to 
leave me so suddenly and rising, she rang 
the bell and gave the order. 

If Esther was pale when she entered the 
drawing-room, she did not look either timid or 
guilty. There was an expression of patience 
on her face which touched Mrs. Farley deeply, 
and which moved her to speak warmly and 
kindly as to her previous satisfaction with the 
girl's conduct. 

" Although you are under a little cloud, and 
I cannot pretend to have the same firm trust 
in you," she added, " I hoped that it would 
pass, that you would clear yourself, and so I 
am sorry your aunt will not leave you at 
Uplands. What is your own feeling, Esther ? 
Do you wish to go f " 
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" No, ma'am ; for I have been very happy 
here until this," said the girl; " I thought just 
at first I couldn't stay to be suspected, but 
afterwards I didn't feel it would be too hard 
to bear. I don't want to go away with you, 
Aunt Alice." 

" It's not what you want, but what J want," 
and Mrs. Greenway seemed losing a little of 
that strong self-control by which she had 
concealed her irritation hitherto. " You'll go 
home with me this evening, and not a penny 
of wages goes with you, Esther; my mind'a 
made up, girl, so don't try to gainsay me." 

" Put up your things then," said Mrs. Farley. 
"It is your duty to obey your aunt. I can 
only say, Esther, that I am truly grieved about 
all this, and I shall constantly pray that the 
mystery may be cleared away, and we may 
be sure you are the honest, good Catholic girl 
we have believed you. Your wages you must 
take, however; it is not just that you should 
forfeit the result of nearly a whole quarter's 
work." 

" Leave the money there, Esther," said Mrs. 
Greenway, as the sum was counted out and 
laid on the table. tf Ma'am, I wish you good- 
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night, and thank you for being a kind friend 
in the past. I hope, as you say, that things will 
bo cleared up ; but if they never are, I'm not 
going to believe anything bad of the child IVo 
watched grow up from well-nigh a baby." And 
taking Esther by the arm, she drew her away 
from the room, and so hastened her prepara- 
tion that in ten minutes more the gate of 
Uplands had closed behind them. 

Frances heard that Esther was going, and 
some better feeling urged her almost to the 
point of disclosing all — but only almost ! " I 
wish I had told at first," she said to herself. 
" It seemed hard then, but it is much harder 
now — oh, I cannot, I cannot ! And Esther has 
Mrs. Greenway to stand ap for her, but I 
know my father and mother wouldn't have 
anything to say for me if I got turned 
away." 

It was not strange, therefore, that she tried 
to escape bidding her friend and companion 
good-bye, feigning some sudden business in 
the scullery; but the cook's voice, calling 
out " Prances, Frances ! here's Esther going 
away," made itself heard above the clatter of 
plates and dishes, and she was obliged to 
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emerge from her hiding-place, and meet the 
gaze of those gentle sorrowful eyes. 

"My aunt is taking me away because Mrs. 
Farley cannot trust me, Frances," said the 
girl. "I am very sorry; I have been so 
happy here, and I hoped to stay always." 

"Oh, you'll get something better," said 
Frances, with assumed carelessness. " It's a 
good place enough, but awfully dull. Tve had 
about as much as I want of it, so you need not 
be surprised if you hear Fin leaving too at 
my month's end." 

"Well, Fm sure !" exclaimed the cook, who 
was standing by ; " to hear you talk one might 
fancy you were a servant worth the having. 
I don't know what's come over you, Frances 
Carter, of late — you're not a bit the girl you 
were for work, and you seem that set up there's 
no bearing with you !" 

Little, indeed, did she or anyone else beneath 
that roof know how great a change had come 
over the girl who, so short a time before, had 
had no graver fault than the faults of her 
age, when no careful training had been given 
her at home. It was the change from inno- 
cence to guilt, from tenderness to dulness of 
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conscience; it was the change which must 
always follow upon sin unconfessed and so un- 
forgiven, and which makes itself apparent in 
recklessness and hardness, even of the face 
and tone. 

" Well, good- night to all of you," said Mrs. 
Greenway, who was growing impatient. " Come 
along, Esther — do." 

" Good-bye, my girl" said the cook ; " and 
I'm sorry enough you're leaving us." 

They had walked some moments in silence 
before Mrs. Greenway addressed her niece. 
"Esther, my dear," she exclaimed, and her 
voice trembled, " this is the first and last I'm 
going to say, not being one for 'nagging' 
and casting things up. Don't tell me I'm 
wrong in believing you're an honest girl !" 

" Aunt Alice, you are not wrong," was the 
reply. "I know it looks bad and black 
against me, and I know too I can't tell out 
anything to clear me; perhaps I shall never 
be cleared at all. But I've done nothing while 
I was at Mrs. Farley's that I'm afraid for God 
to have looked down on — and He knows the 
truth." 

« That's enough for me," said Mrs. Green- 
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way stoutly. " Keep up heart, my dear, and 
never mind what they think. It's strange, 
though, that a good Catholic lady like Mrs. 
Farley should not take your word same as I 
can ; and she's reckoned kind-hearted to every 
one/' 

(€ It does seem strange/' and Esther's tone 
was mournful ; ff but yet I suppose even very 
good people can't shut their eyes to what looks 
like truth, though it isn't. Aunt, you won't 
let this set your mind against Catholics, will 
you ?" 

"It won't turn me any the more towards 
them," answered Mrs. Greenway. " Ah me ! 
what would your uncle have said if he'd lived 
to hear that his own sister's girl was suspected 
of stealing — it'd mosfc have broken him down, 
Esther." 

" No, aunt ; not when he came to think it 
over," said Esther firmly ; ( ' he'd know that if 
God lets good people think hardly of us and 
turn ever so much away from being our friends, 
it is only for a time — just while we're learning 
that He can comfort us, and make us happy 
when there's no one else." 

" Ah, well, I'm glad if you can see comfort 
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somewhere, for it's more than I can to-night/ 1 
responded Mrs. Greenway ; " I've a mind to 
go right away and never see Hammersley 
again." 

" Dear Aunt Alice, don't thirik of it I" ex- 
claimed Esther. €( You love the place and you 
would be miserable away, just as you were 
before —and it would not make things better. 
I'd rather stay, even if IVe got to bear every- 
one looking down upon me." 

" And that's just what seems too much for 
me," replied Mrs. Greenway. € ' It's very well 
for Mrs. Farley to say that she shall tell no 
one what has led to your leaving Uplands, 
but things always do leak out one way or 
other in a little place like this ; and if nothing 
worse is said, it'll be all over the village to- 
morrow that you've not given satisfaction in 
your place. And then one and another will 
come questioning me. I know their ways, 
having spent near all my life among them — 
and what am I to say V* 

" Say what you think best, dear aunt," said 
the girl gently; and then, having reached home, 
they went in, and spoke no further that night 
of the cloud which had overshadowed them. 
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When Mrs. Greenway had fallen into a 
quiet sleep, Esther rose up softly, and, drawing 
the curtain aside, looked out upon the moon- 
lit earth. How quiet, how serene seemed this 
world of ours — the world in which there exist 
so many joys and sorrows, such happy and 
such broken hearts, such bright hopes, such 
deep disappointments ! To the girl the peace 
of the night seemed a message to tell that 
there was One watching over all of us, from 
Whom nothing is hidden ; One Who can pity 
as no man is able to pity, Who loves as no 
friend can ever love. The faith of her child- 
hood was strong in her heart, and she knew — 
yes, hnew, despite of all outward appearance, 
that she was not alone, not forsaken. She 
turned then from the little window to the 
crucifix on the wall — the one before which 
James Greenway had spent so many moments 
snatched from busy toil — and long she prayed 
— so long that when she rose up from her 
knees all grief, all bitterness was gone, and 
her heart held nothing but peace — God's 
peace. 

Mrs. Greenway was proved right in her 
estimation of the speed with which ill news 
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travels, especially in a country village. Before 
the sun had set upon the day following Esther's 
return to her, she had been questioned and 
cross-examined as to this sudden change by 
nearly all the female inhabitants of Ham- 
mersley ; and as in every case her response was, 
" She left because I chose to take her away, 
and I've no mind for her to be in service any 
more," the unanimous verdict was that Alice 
was ruining her girl, and would bitterly repent 
leading her into a useless "fine-lady" life. 
But despite Mrs. Farley's silence, it certainly 
did transpire in some undiscoverable way that 
Esther had lost favour at Uplands, and " some- 
thing unpleasant" had led to her aunt's re- 
moval of her; and so by slow degrees, yet sure 
ones, the poor girl arrived at the uncomfortable 
consciousness that those who had seemed to 
like her best grew cool, and those who had 
found much to say to her in the past, suddenly 
became so preoccupied when they encountered 
her that she was not seen, or won only a 
hasty nod. 

The worst of all was, however, that even 
Father Morton did not seem quite the kind, 
good friend he had ever been ; chilled, perhaps, 
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by imagining that the girl was not reposing a 
fall confidence in him, and never for a moment 
guessing that she felt herself bound to silence, 
even if it cost her the esteem and trust of all 
her little world. 

Never had a brighter summer gladdened 
the earth ; the leaves and blossoms were 
stirred by only the softest of winds, the sun 
shone gloriously from out the clear blue of 
the heavens, yet Esther grew very, very sor- 
rowful. 

She was always busy, always observant of 
her aunt's most trifling wish; but from a glad 
gay child she grew into a quiet womanly girl, 
just as some plants grow fast in the grey gloom 
which succeeds unbroken sunshine. 

Sometimes, when the work of the little home 
was done, she would go by a lonely path at 
the back of the village, and so reach the 
shadowy corner of the graveyard where James 
Greenway was buried, and then she would let 
the tears fall which it was so hard to keep 
repressed in Mrs. Greenway's presence, and 
then, too, she would wish — ah, how vainly I— 
that he was back again, to stand by her 
through this time of trouble, which was almost 
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harder to bear than a sharp storm, because it 
was so persistent, so tedious ! 

In truth, the lesson which the young girl 
had to learn was a very difficult one — difficult 
at any time of life. She must learn the fleet- 
ing character of human esteem, the worthless- 
ness of even the regard we believe most 
faithful ; she must learn to be a little like Him 
Who had none to comfort Him ; to understand 
in a measure the mystery of the Cross, and the 
value of shame which is sinless in the sight of 
Heaven, 

One little consolation, however, was not 
withdrawn from her — 'the fond affection of 
Alice Greenway. 

" Ah, child ! Fm something like an old dog," 
she said once, when Esther was expressing her 
sense of this constant loving trust, " I've a 
sharp word and way, but my bark is worse 
than my bite ! And an old dog never turns 
from the hand that's fondled him; he'll be 
faithful through thick and thin. It's many 
a blessing and happiness your little hand has 
brought me, Esther dear, and I should be 
but a poor-spirited creature to join them who 
•—though they say nothing — are against you!" 
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So the weeks passed on, and the girl who 
had once been a sort of "village darling" 
began to wear a wan, unnatural look, as of one 
who knew both sleepless and tearful nights* 
She was not the first, nor — God pardon us who 
have it at our door ! — will she be the last, whose 
life has been embittered, stunted, perhaps cut 
short, by unmerited suspicion. 

All this time she had heard nothing concern- 
ing her former companion, Frances Carter; 
but towards the close of August Mrs. Green- 
way heard that she had given up her place 
in the Uplands kitchen to another young 
girl from the Catholic school, and that she 
had obtained some situation up in London, 
the prospect of which caused her the greatest 
delight. 

Esther listened silently to this piece of news 
when her aunt related it, and added her com- 
ments upon the harm which might ensue ; but 
a resolution came into her heart to make an 
appeal to Frances — the first appeal she had 
ever thought of — to acknowledge her fault 
now that she was leaving Hammersley. "I 
will try and meet her some day," she decided ; 
but when this seemed impossible to accomplish, 
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she wrote a little note, saying in a few words 
that she would like to speak to Frances, and 
bid her good-bye. 

Had she but seen the expression which 
Frances bore as she read those three or four 
brief lines, she would have hoped little indeed 
from the proposed meeting ; as it was, how- 
ever, her face wore a brighter look all day, 
and she said to herself: 

" If I may only tell Aunt Alice and Father 
Morton, only prove that I am fit to be trusted 
and believed in, I do not mind all the rest # 
Surely Frances will grant me that — it is not 
very much to ask her after this long time, and 
I know neither of them would let her secret go 
farther." 

But then there came to Esthers mind the 
remembrance of the other girl's promise to 
tell her offence to the priest— a promise she 
never supposed had not been kept. 

" Father Morton must know all this time I 
am not guilty," she thought, "and yet he 
seems so cold, so almost displeased. Ah, per- 
haps it is because he saw I was so fond, so 
much too fond of people caring for me I Per- 
haps it is for my soul's good that he wishes 
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me to live for a time under suspicion — yes, 
even feigning to suspect me himself !" 

And then she prayed again — how earnestly 
God only knows — for grace to bear the burden 
with which she was weighted. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

AT LAST ! 

T was Sunday afternoon when Frances 
Carter chose to answer Esther's 
humble little note in person; she 
suddenly appeared at the lodge-gate, very 
smartly attired, and with a pert nod to Mrs. 
Greenway, who was standing at her door, in- 
quired if Esther could take a walk with her. 

It surprised Alice that her niece should be 
so ready, nay, almost eager, to accede to this 
proposition. 

" Don't be away long," she said, as the girls 
went off together. 

Now that the opportunity had really come, 
Esther felt very much afraid of saying what 
had been in her mind ; she was rather glad 
than sorry that her companion spent so much 
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time in dilating upon the cheerfulness of being 
in London service, and they had turned in the 
direction of home before she ventured a few 
trembling words, standing on the bridge which 
passes over a quiet little stream near Ham- 
mersley, and with her eyes bent upon the long 
shivering rushes at the water's edge. 

"Frances," she said, "it seems a long time, 
and it has been a very unhappy time, since I 
left Uplands. I don't suppose you have 
thought of me so often as I have been thinking 
and praying about you." 

" Oh, it was very foolish of your aunt to take 
you away like that I" cried Frances hastily. 
" Such* a fuss about nothing ! and Mrs. Farley 
would never have let out a word against you. 
I know people have got it into their heads you 
left for some great fault, but you can't blame 
me for that, Esther. It was all your aunt's 
doing." 

"I have never blamed you for it," said 
Esther gravely. " I don't think I have minded 
so much that they fancy in the village I am in 
some disgrace ; what I do mind is nob being 
able to tell Aunt Alice, and that is why I 
wanted to see you so much, You will let me 
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make her quite happy by knowing I had 
nothing to do with the money — won't you, 
Frances? You are going away in a week's 
time, and even if you stayed on here, she 
would never tell a soul." 

" Well, I do believe that you are the most 
selfish girl that ever lived I" exclaimed Frances. 
" Here is your aunt as fond of you as can be, 
and only angry with everyone who doesn't 
believe you a piece of perfection; and you 
would really go and bring up all that old dead- 
and-gone story, and take away my character, 
just for the sake of making her praise you up 
more than ever ! You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself, pretending, as you do, to be so 
over-pious." 

" Oh, Frances !" and Esther's tone told a 
little of the pain she felt. " Can you speak to 
me so, when to save you I have let everyone 
believe me at least capable of stealing ? You 
call it an ' old dead-and-gone story/ but it isn't 
that for me ; it has spoiled my life, in a way. 
And though my aunt is so good to me, I know 
what a trouble it is to her when the Ham- 
mersley people pass me by, as they often 
do." 
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" And they would not think better of you 
for your just telling Mrs. Greenway. I sup- 
pose what you really want is for me to walk 
round the village and say, s I am a thief, and 
Esther is a saint ; she has let herself be sus- 
pected all this time to save me/ " 

" I want nothing like that/' said the younger 
girl. " If Mrs. Farley knew I was innocent, I 
should be very glad of course ; but all I ask 
is leave to tell my aunt — and, oh ! might I say 
something to Father Morton ?" 

" Yes — exactly as I thought !" cried Frances. 
' ' Mrs. Farley, your aunt, Father Morton — and 
so it would run on from one to the other. You 
gave me your word, Esther; and if you break 
it, you will be ever so much more wicked than 
me — yes, ever so much. And you'll ruin my 
character, and drive me from one bad thing to 
another." 

" Oh, Frances, don't talk so !" and the tears 
stood in Esther's eyes. " I'd rather bear all 
the unhappiness, and more too, than drive you 
to do anything wrong. I know I made a 
solemn promise. Sometimes I wonder if I 
ought to have done it ; but it is done, and I'll 
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keep it — unless you give me leave just to tell 
ray aunt." 

" And I will not — neither now nor any other 
time," said Frances, in a low tone of exceeding 
bitterness. " I've got a chance before me of 
doing well for myself, and Pm not going to 
have it spoiled by your silly, babyish whims. 
If you'd been accused, Esther — if they'd 
threatened to punish you, Pd have spoken out 
well j but just to let them fancy perhaps you 
did a thing isn't much." 

" It seems a good deal to me," said poor 
Esther. 

"Well, and who have you to thank but 
yourself ? It lay between us, and I was just 
as likely to be suspected as you ; only when we 
were called up to the drawing-room, you made 
such a fool of yourself. To see you colouring 
and stammering was enough to prove you 
guilty. I'm sure if you'd made off with a 
hundred pounds, you couldn't have looked 
much worse." 

" Well, never mind talking of how I looked," 
and Esther spoke in a dreary tone of hope- 
lessness. " Tou will not do what I ask 
you ?" 
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" No. What then ?" was the reply. 

" What then ?" and the thoughtful eyes, 
which had all this time been fixed on the 
rippling water, were turned now on Frances 
Carter's face. " Nothing — except that I shall 
try and love you more, and pray for you when- 
ever I pray for myself. And I will be content 
for God to be the only One Who knows the 
truth." 

"All right," said Frances lightly; "you 
may pray as much as you like ; it'll save me 
doing it for myself — not that I take up my 
time with those sort of things. I suppose, if 
you've nothing else to say, you don't mind 
going the rest of the way home by yourself ? 
There's someone else I want to see." 

" No ; I would rather. I should like to go 
into the church a little while." 

" Ah ! to enjoy thinking yourself a sort of 
half-martyr," and Frances laughed. " Well, 
good-bye, Esther. If ever you are inclined 
to shake off your strait-laced notions, and 
come up to get your living in London, I'll do 
my best to help you. That shows Fm willing 
enough to be friendly." 

"Thank you, Frances, but I'm not very 
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likely to wish to live in London. My aunt 
would never let nie." 

" And you mean to be tied to her apron- 
strings all your life ? Well, Fm not like you, 
so good-bye." 

" Good-bye, Frances," said Esther quietly. 
t€ I hope you will be happy in London — and 
that you won't forget God there," she added 
softly, as she turned away. 

In a few minutes Esther had reached Up- 
lands, and the little chapel adjoining the house 
wherein she had been such a blithe young 
servant. She knew the door would be un- 
locked, and, pushing it open, she went in. 

It was growing dusky, but the red lamp 
burned out like a little star shining in honour 
of its Lord, concealed within the Tabernacle. 
Esther found no one there ; she was alone 
with God, and glad to know Him there, to 
pour out before Him that which she feared to 
tell to any human ear. It seemed all too soon 
that she must rise and go away to the little 
house where her Aunt Alice waited for her, 
and back to the same life which had grown 
heavy and drear from the shadow which hung 
over it. 
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Perhaps from that day she grew still more 
grave and silent, more absorbed in her own 
thoughts ; but she tried still to force a smile 
to satisfy Mrs. Greenway, who noted anxiously 
how thin she grew, and how her face became 
delicate of hue, and so like her mother's when 
she lay ill in London. 

u Are you in any pain, child ?" the poor 
woman would say, after a long pause of sor- 
rowful pondering. "You are not your old 
self, Esther ; but perhaps the doctor would do 
you good." 

" I don't feel any pain, and the doctor could 
not make me better, dear Aunt Alice," the 
girl would answer. " Please don't be so 
troubled about me. I shall do very well." 

" Very well / — and getting like a shadow !" 
cried Mrs. Greenway. "If there's anything 
fretting you, Esther, why don't you tell me ?" 

"I am not fretting, aunt; I am happier 
than I used to be when I first left Uplands. 
And, indeed, it would be very ungrateful if I 
were to fret, when I have you to love me, and 
— well, other things to make me quite con- 
tent." 

Mrs. Greenway knew without any telling 
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what were these " other things " which brought 
Esther peace. Though she made no comment, 
she was quick to observe all that this girl — so 
dear to her — might do; and often as the 
patient eyes turned to the Crucifix, or to the 
picture on the wall of Christ the Cross-bearer, 
her own would fill with tears. 

She knew, too, that the well-worn copy of 
the " Imitation of Christ," which always had 
its place in Esther's work-basket, was a sort 
of silent companion to her. Once she had 
turned its leaves, and came upon one so tear- 
stained that it made her marvel ; and, difficult 
as reading was to her, she had spelt out one 
passage marked with a pencil-line, which said, 
" Suffer Me to do with thee what I will ; I 
know what is best for thee;" and even she 
could understand that to the girl this sounded 
as a message from God above. 

And as Alice Greenway noted and thought 
over all these things, many a deep lesson was 
sinking into her heart. She was learning 
what all else in her life had failed to teach her 
— even that nothing but a true religion can be 
a strong stafE enough to support us when the 
road of life grows rough and steep. 
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She began to seek conversation about 
Catholic doctrine, instead of avoiding it — to 
ask her young niece to read to her from one or 
other of the few spiritual books which Esther 
possessed ; and in this way she saw more 
plainly the nature of sin, and saw, too, how 
death and misery had come after it, but 
that by Christ's sacrifice all the sting of it 
had been taken away. And as she listened 
again and again to the story of Calvary, a dim 
consciousness crept into her mind, which was 
as the foreshadowing of perfect daylight; and 
she wondered if, after all, it might not be a 
safe and a blessed thing to bear the Cross with 
Jesus, so that afterwards it might turn into a 
bright and glorious crown. 

It was at this time, too, that she began to 
go with Esther to Mass on Sunday, and now 
and then to the Thursday evening Benedic- 
tion ; she even drew forth from some hidden 
corner the rosary which had been given her in 
the early days of her widowhood, and, learn- 
ing its use and its help, began to offer up her 
Paters and Aves for one or another need — 
often for the health and life of the one being 
dear to her now in the world. 
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Winter passed by, and it was spring again — 
bleak March weather, the dust blown in eddy- 
ing circles by the north- east wind. It often 
happened now that Esther was shut up within 
the lodge for days, a3 Mrs. Greenway had at 
last insisted on having advice about that low 
worrying cough and constant weary languor; 
and the village doctor recommended care, and 
spoke hopefully of the beneficial influence of 
warm weather, yet went away to remark, ' I 
shall be surprised if the girl lives out May.' 

Mrs. Farley came sometimes to see her, and 
still more often sent wine and other things 
likely to do her good ; and Father Morton, also, 
was a kind and a frequent visitor. But still 
Esther felt that some painful doubt made, as it 
were, a gulf between these good friends and 
her — a gulf which nothing but a frankness she 
might not show would completely bridge 
over. 

" Can you tell me nothing about that 
matter before you left Uplands V the priest 
would say, and the answer was always the 
same, yet the expression of the face which 
turned to him was innocent and sweetly 
patient. "I feel sure there is someone she 
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is trying to screen," he said to Mrs. Farley. 
" It is nob possible for a girl like Esther 
to keep up a long deception. We must 
wait, and meanwhile believe her blameless. 
But it pains me to see that she withholds her 
confidence from me and from everyone." 

It was that same withholding of confidence 
which formed the barrier Esther could not fail 
to perceive ; it was that, also, which seemed 
suddenly to chill Mrs. Farley into reserve 
when she was talking most kindly to the sick 
girl. Esther tried to accept it as a little part 
of the cross laid upon her. How could she 
murmur, indeed, at anything when, in her 
aunt Alice's changed habits and ways, there 
was such a wealth of comfort and of hope ? 

Holy Week came — for Lent fell early that 
year — and, cold though it was, Mrs. Green- 
way could not refuse Esther's entreaty to go 
to some of the services in the chapel. She 
even felt a desire to have her by her side, for 
who could tell if this were not the last time 
they spent this season together ? There were, 
we will hope, many whose hearts were stirred 
up to love and serve God when they listened 
to Father Morton telling of the Heart of Jesus, 
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which was rent with anguish for every one of 
them, which had suffered more by the ingrati- 
tude of creatures than the physical torture of 
those last cruel days on earth. But it was on 
Good Friday that a sermon was preached 
which was to fall with intensest power on 
Mrs. Greenway's ears ; a stranger was in the 
pulpit, and the unaccustomed voice first 
riveted her attention, for it was so low, so 
clear, so earnest. It seemed as if this priest 
was telling a story, because his words were as 
simple as if only a group of the Hammersley 
school-children had been gathered round him. 
It was indeed the story of so long ago, yet 
one which is ever fresh and new — the most 
wonderful story that can reach the ears and 
the heart of listening man or woman. 

Was it so very strange that Alice Greenway 
should suddenly accept and believe that which 
was already quite familiar ? Ah ! no ; for it 
is so often God's way to let a lightning-flash 
of truth illumine the mind. Sitting there by 
Esther's side, then, all doubt, all difficulty, all 
indifference passed from this woman for ever ; 
she saw herself sinful, yet within reach of a 
grace which could do away with the misery 
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and the risk of sin ; she felt herself ignorant, 
yet within reach of a Teacher that could never 
be puzzled, never mistaken ; she owned herself 
cold and loveless, yet believed in the love 
which would pardon all. 

Not with Alice Greenway was it as with 
those who, being ignorant and untaught, are 
filled with a vague yearning for a holiness 
they know not how to strive for; she had 
learned the whole doctrine of truth, and now 
that desire came, she was well aware what she 
had to do. 

A whispered word of inquiry convinced her 
that Esther could wait awhile, and so, when 
nearly everyone had gone home from that 
morning service, she went to the sacristy and 
asked if Father Morton could speak to her. 
He was easily found, and a few words con- 
vinced him that the time long waited for had 
come, that God had conquered the heart which 
had been cold for years to His pitying, patient 
love. He could see that there was no room at 
this moment for hesitation, that Mrs. Green- 
way was ready to do all which before seemed 
most impossible, and he willingly agreed to her 
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proposal to be then and there made a member 
of Christ's Church. 

Meanwhile, Esther had guessed the whole. 
Her prayers and the prayers of her much- 
loved uncle James had been heard after long 
waiting, and " Aunt Alice had been won at 
last" 

Even that very morning, as they went in 
together to the little building, she had asked 
that her aunt might not go away without some 
special blessing ; but she had often offered 
such petitions before, and nothing very 
marked had been the result, and so, like 
many more of us, she had almost ceased to 
look for the answer because it had been 
delayed so long. 

Kneeling again, she prayed with an intensity 
of earnestness; she thanked Him Whose strong 
resistless grace had swept away the obstacles 
which had seemed so hard to displace ; and it 
was only when her aunt came quietly up, and 
signified that it was time to go home, that 
Esther had finished all that her heart found 
to pour out in the presence of Christ. 

When the octave of Easter came, Mrs. 
Greenway knelt at the altar to make her first 
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Communion, which she realized as such a 
wonderful event in her life, such a wonderful 
proof of God's pardoning love; but Esther 
was not by her side. 

" I think the happiness has been too much 
for me," was her own smiling explanation of 
the sudden weakness which laid her helpless 
on her bed at the close of Easter Sunday ; but 
neither the doctor nor her friends marvelled 
very much, for they had expected a sudden 
cessation of the unreal strength which had 
kept her up and active during the preceding 
week. Hers was a disease which often seems 
to lie dormant awhile, and admits of ease and 
even hopefulness, only to disappoint at last. 

The girl herself seemed in nowise saddened 
by her state ; her intervals of bodily suffering 
she accepted as an ordeal through which God 
willed for her to pass — the brief darkness 
which was the nearest, surest way to final ease 
and rest. Night after night of fevered sleep- 
lessness never broke down either her patience or 
her courage ; she was always ready to smile 
upon her questioners, and comfort them with 
the thought that she was " better." 

Mrs. Greenway struggled hard with that 
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shadowy fear of losing her dear charge and 
companion which pursued her in all she did, 
and even coloured her sleeping fancies. She 
would talk of what they would do in the coming 
summer even while she saw those thin cheeks 
wasting day by day, saw that the sweet soft 
eyes were fading fast, saw that one of the 
darkest hours in her life lay before her, and 
that there was no escape from it ; but she 
bravely fought down any betrayal of her grief, 
lest she might shorten the little time which 
she and Esther had to spend together. 

It was still hard to part, though not hard 
as if it had been when she could only dimly 
believe in their future meeting. She began 
to pray that she might keep Esther with her 
if only for a few months, or even weeks. 

" If you had been happier — if only you had 
not taken to heart all the trouble which made 
you leave Uplands," she cried once, "you 
might have been well and strong now/ 9 

Esther gave a feeble little sigh at the re- 
membrance of that old sorrow, which had 
never wholly lost its bitterness. 

"No," she said; "you must not think 
that, for indeed it is not true. Dr. Marsh says 
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that I have got iny mother's weakness, that I 
could not have lived to be very old. And it is 
so much better as it is — yes, though I love you 
dearly, Aunt Alice." 

There was a little silence, and then the 
weak voice spoke again. 

" It is not very hard — not hard as some 
might think at my age — lying here with you 
to care for me, and with so much to thank 
God for — especially to know you believe that 
which will help you to bear all the sorrow. 
Ah ! I often thought it might come when T 
was dead ; but I have more than I hoped for 
in knowing you are a Catholic at last, before I 
have had to go away and leave you." 

*' Have you all you wish for ? Is there any- 
thing I can get you V 9 and Mrs. Greenway 
looked almost entreatingly at Esther. 

" I don't think there is one. Ah ! only if I 
could see Frances Carter again. We were 
great friends while we lived together in ser- 
vice at Uplands, as you know, aunt ; and I am 
a little anxious lest, away among a number of 
strangers, she may forget what we used to learn 
together at the school. If she saw me lying 
here, it might help her to think." 
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" I never liked that girl, nor those belong- 
ing to her," said Mrs. Greenway ; " but if it's 
to please you, my dear, I'll go to Mrs. Carter 
and get news of Frances. Whether she'd be 
able to come down to Hammersley is another 
matter, and I'm not so sure that she'd care to 
do it. As far as I know, she's never been 
near the place since she left it for that situa- 
tion she boasted so much of." 

" No, I suppose not, or we should have 
heard," said Esther. "It may be only a 
fancy, Aunt Alice — the sort of foolish fancy 
that sick people have sometimes — but I seem 
to think if Frances knew I was dying, and 
wanted to see her, she wouldn't keep away." 

" Well, I'll do my best," was Mrs. Green- 
way's answer. " But don't say you're dying — 
don't, child ! for it's more than I can bear. 
You're terribly weak and ill, dear ; but please 
God, He'll not take you yet." 

"Perhaps not directly — not in a day, or 
even in a week ; but I think it's coming very 
near," said Esther. "It need not make us 
very unhappy, dear Aunt Alice, for we are 
together; and when I go, God will come 
nearer, and help you to bear being alone." 



Digitized by 



At Last! 201 

" I'll want His help badly," and the woman's 
voice was broken by her sobs. " Do you re- 
member my coming to London and seeing you 
first, Esther ?" 

" Yes/' she answered, smiling. 

"And do you remember when you first 
came to Hammersley ? Ah ! my dear, I knew 
it was a blessing God had sent me in place of 
the child Fd longed for as my very own ; but 
still I didn't half know all you'd be to me as 
years went by." 

" They have been happy years/' and Esther 
spoke faintly. "You have been a second 
mother — such a good, fond mother ! I am so 
glad you can bless God for giving me to you, 
aunt ; but now you have a much greater bless- 
ing. He has given you Himself." 

The entrance of Father Morton put an end 
to the conversation. He had come, he said, 
to see if Esther would like to receive Holy 
Communion in the morning ; so, while he 
remained to hear her confession, Mrs. Green- 
way slipped away on her errand to Mrs. 
Carter's cottage, which was not far off. 

When she returned, a neighbour met her at 
the door. It seemed that Esther had changed 



Digitized by 



202 



Our Esther. 



for the worse so suddenly, that Father Morton 
had hurried off to the church, and was about 
to return to administer the Last Sacraments. 

€€ Esther ! Esther I" cried Alice, in terror, 
as she bent over the bedside. " Don't leave 
me yet. I cannot spare you, I " 

" Oh ! let me go. I am happy. All the 
sorrow has been worth while \" and the girl's 
eyes were full of death's shadow. " Jesus — 
mercy ! Mary — help !" and she was gone — 
gone like the sunset, which faded into the grey 
of the evening sky. 
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BOUND TOGETHER. 




RANCES doesn't care to come near 
any of us," had been Mrs. Carters 
response to her neighbour's re- 



quest ; and from the utter silence which fol- 
lowed the despatch of the letter telling of 
Esther's death and the wish she had felt to see 
her former friend, it seemed that the mother s 
view was a true one. 

Up in London among new scenes and new 
temptations, in a house where she concealed 
the fact that she bore the name of Catholic, it 
was not to be supposed that the girl, who had 
been trained under Father Morton's eye, and 
afterwards had the help of a Christian life 
under a pious mistress, could do otherwise 
than fall grievously away from God. A clever 
servant she might be, but a trustworthy one 
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never, unless that early offence was duly re- 
pented and the temptation to err again com- 
batted by the help of prayer and the 
Sacraments. 

After a while rumours of very unsatisfactory 
things concerning Frances Carter came down 
to the little village of Hammersley ; but this 
was several years after Esther's death, and 
even her own parents had given up all thought 
of her return to her quiet home, even for a 
passing visit. 

She would never have guessed — poor foolish 
girl ! — how much she was thought of by one 
person who lived in Hammersley ; how often a 
prayer went up to God for her in the very 
chapel where she had knelt herself in child- 
hood, where her first Communion had been 
made — the Communion which would be a 
memorial against her if she stood before God's 
judgment- seat with a burden of unconfessed, 
and therefore unrepented, sin. 

Even had any inspiration been given her as 
to this constant remembrance, she must have 
failed to guess that it lived in the heart of 
Alice Greenway. She had never spoken to 
the woman half a dozen times., and those times 
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had only given her the impression that Alice 
did not particularly care to have her for 
Esthers companion. 

Such things are hard to explain or to 
account for, but Mrs. Greenway had guessed 
Esther's secret at the moment of the expres- 
sion of that dying wish to see Frances: she 
was bound by no promise, and thus felt at 
liberty to tell her suspicions to both Father 
Morton and Mrs. Farley. 

She had not one single fact to lay before 
them, she could tell nothing they had not long 
known, but even to them the mystery seemed 
cleared away; and they grieved that judgment 
should have been so warped, so blinded, and 
that the awakening had come too late for any- 
thing save regret. 

Perhaps nothing in the form of duty had 
ever presented itself to Alice in so hard a 
guise as the duty of forgiving Frances the 
wrong done to the dead girl — a wrong which 
might have left a stronger nature uninjured, 
but which seemed to have crushed Esther 
much as a fragile little flower is beaten down 
by the wind which only bends the hardy ones 
for a passing moment. But sometimes they 
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who are slowest to apprehend duty are firmest 
in obeying when its dictates are heard ; and, 
once convinced that she mast forgive, as she 
hoped to be forgiven, this simple country 
woman reached that point of virtue which 
many a good person of higher degree can 
never attain. She was always wishing for 
some way of serving and helping Frances. 
It did not seem very probable that any means 
of so serving her would be found ; it did not 
even seem very likely that they two should 
ever meet again, excepting that, after all, the 
world is not so very large a place but that we 
do have all kinds and manners of unlooked-for 
meetings. Nevertheless, Alice, in praying for 
this erring soul, always asked that her wish 
might be granted her, and always expected 
also that, sooner or later, she should find 
that she had not made this petition in 
vain. 

Five times had the pleasant sounds and 
sights of summer come round since Mrs. 
Greenway saw Esther die, five times the snows 
and rains of winter had fallen upon pretty 
Hammersley, and no news had come of 
Frances Carter, no sign that she had ever 
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heard of or shed a tear for the death of the 
girl she had wronged. There had been 
changes in the village. Some of the inhabit- 
ants had moved away, some were married, 
some were dead ; but Alice still occupied the 
lodge which had been her home so long, and 
filled up her time by needlework and other 
" odd jobs," as she called them, by which she 
was making a nice little store of money against 
the coming of old age. 

She had fancied that when Esther went she 
could not live long, but she was mistaken. 
We often are mistaken as to what things we 
can suffer and endure, yet they shall not prove 
fatal ; surely there must be some very stout, 
strong element in all our hearts, some won- 
drous power of elasticity and rebound ! 

She was not even unhappy ; she grew used 
to being alone ; yet her memory of both hus- 
band and niece was fresh and strong in her 
heart, nor could she speak of either without 
strong emotion. Perhaps she had learned to 
be willing to spare them to such blessed safety 
and rest. 

Her Catholic life had gone on surely and 
swiftly ; the truth had not glanced by her 
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heart and left her character untouched, but, 
penetrating her whole nature, had worked 
marvels with its imperfections and polished 
its rough, sharp corners. She was a gentle- 
spoken woman now. 

The moon was slowly rising one summer 
evening behind the belt of trees which shut in 
the " big house " from the view of the lodge- 
gates, and Alice Greenway came out into her 
porch for a moment's glance over the quiet 
scene before closing for the night. The smell 
of the honeysuckle blossoms always peculiarly 
reminded her of Esther — the child had been 
so fond of them — and now, as the strong 
fragrance came in on the air, she said half 
aloud : 

" Ah ! how many a time she's run out to 
smell them just the last thing, as it might be 
now ! They're sweeter far at dusk than in 
day." 

Perhaps the low sound of her voice had 
startled some one who lingered by the gate, 
for certainly there was a rustling in the laurels. 
It was no fancy. 

Alice stood still another minute or two, to 
make sure that no one who ought not to be 
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there was lurking about; she distinctly saw 
then some woman's figure standing under the 
shadow of a tree, but on the outside of the 
gate. 

" Perhaps it's some stranger who wants to 
know the way/' she reflected ; and she went 
forward so quietly, that as she spoke the 
stranger started violently, and, turning round, 
stood revealed in the clear moonlight. 

Changed a little, older, harder - looking 
though that face was, Alice knew it in a 
moment as the face of her lost Esther's early 
companion, Frances Carter, the girl for whom 
she had prayed that one day she might do a 
kindness. Perhaps the opportunity was coming 
now. 

" Frances I" she exclaimed. " You've found 
your way to Hammersley after all these years, 
and you've grown into a woman, but I think I 
should have known you anywhere I" 

"More's the pity!" was the response, 
spoken bitterly, too. " I'd like to go where 
no one knew me, or remembered so much as 
my name. I will, too !" 

"Come, come — don't say that," replied 
Mrs. Greenway, kindly. "It's a pleasure to 

14 
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see those again we've known as children come 
back to the old place. Will you walk in for a 
minute or two ? I was just going to lock up, 
for the family are away, and there's nothing to 
sit up for; but I'd like to hear how you've 
prospered in London." 

" Prospered I" and the girl laughed scorn- 
fully, but then, changing her tone, said, " No, 
I'll not walk in, thank you. I'm going on to 
the next town, but I thought if I came by this 
road, I might be overtaken by some cart or 
other. Pd just stopped to have a look at the 
Lodge. One does like to take a last look, you 
know, when one's going far away." 

" Going away already ? Why, that'll be 
bad hearing for your mother/' said Mrs. 
Greenway. " When did you come down V 9 

« Only to-day." 

" And away to-night ? You're in haste to 
get to a new situation maybe ?" 

" I've got no situation now/' said Frances. 
" I want to be away, as anyone would in my 
place when their own father and mother turn 
against them. ' I'll not have you darken my 
door/ said my father to me an hour or two 
back; and mother — well, she stood by, and 
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said, ' We've heard enough of your goings-on, 
I can tell you ; there's no home for you here. 
It's nice speaking for Catholics, isn't it, Mrs. 
Greenway ?" 

" Don't speak against Catholics, for, thank 
God, I'm one of them. I turned to it just 
before I lost our Esther. I'm sorry to say it, 
Frances, but your people have never had the 
name of good Catholics ; and it's no use blaming 
their religion, for I'm afraid it's little they care 
about that" 

" Ah ! well, they'll have nothing to do with 
me. I thought there was an old saying about 
« blood being thicker than water ' as 'd come 
true for me. I've not been what I ought, and 
one trouble has come on another, and I've no 
character now to begin again with; but I'd 
never have believed that my own mother would 
shut the door against me." 

" Ah ! my girl, she'll think better of it," 
and Mrs. Greenway laid her hand on Frances 
gently. " Don't let it harden you ; don't let it 
make you feel as if there's no one to care for 
you. I shouldn't wonder now if your mother 
isn't listening for your step, and hoping you'll 
come back." 

14—2 
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The girl burst into a mocking laugh, but it 
was easy to tell that tears lay very, very close 
behind it. 

" It's little you know my mother," she said ; 
t€ but even if you were right, she'd listen in 
vain, for Fd never go back. I've lost my 
character in service for taking what wasn't 
mine, but Fd meant to begin again and do 
better, and that's what brought me down here, 
away from them that are drawing me on to 
worse. I don't care now what I do. I must 
do what I can, and whatever comes of it is the 
fault of them that turn away from helping me 



" There's One Who'll never turn from you, 
my poor girl," said Alice. " Think of Him 
if you feel cast down and forsaken ; think of 
all you learned when you were a child, Frances ; 
and you'll not talk as if it didn't matter what 
evil you fall into." 

"Yes; and what is the use of thinking? 
It won't bring back the past ; it won't give me 
a home and friends when I want them — as I 
do to-night." 

" You needn't want a friend if you'll take me 
for one — if you'll let me be a sort of mother 
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till your own mother thinks better of what she 
said to you," and Mrs. Green way tried to hold 
the girl's hand. i€ Come and stay the night at 
least, Frances, and think over what is best to 
do. There's room enough, though 'tis but a 
little place. It's often seemed empty enough 
since God took Esther/' 

Frances had not allowed the gentle grasp 
which sought to detain her. She had jerked 
herself free of it when Mrs. Greenway began 
to speak, but at the sound of the last few 
words she walked a few paces off. 

" Esther !" she cried. " Ah ! it's more than 
I can bear to hear you talk of Esther /" 

" More than you can bear \" repeated Alice, 
slowly. " Ah, child ! if you'd known how she 
thought of you, how she wished to see you 
again, you'd like to hear me speak of her. 
You'd like, maybe, to hear how happy she was 
towards the end, though she'd been sorely 
troubled when first she left Mrs. Farley/' 

" She did not mind so much then that 
people fancied something against her?" and 
Frances Carter's tone was almost eager. " I'm 
glad of that." 

" No ; she grew not to mind, feeling as if 
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it brought God nearer," said Alice, simply. 
" I've missed her sorely, Frances, and perhaps 
through thinking of her so much, I've got to 
wish what she did. Many and many a day 
I've been thinking how glad I'd be to see you, 
and to do something for you. When I tell 
you that, you'll make up your mind to stay 
with me till to-morrow, my dear." 

There was a brief hesitation, and then, with 
a burst of tears, the answer came which Mrs. 
Greenway wanted to hear. It was a reluctant 
— nay, almost a sullen "Yes;" but she led 
Frances into her snug home, and made much 
of her, as if she had been some favourite 
child returned after long and wearying 
absence. 

"And now you'll be ready for bed," she 
said, when the girl had taken some food ; but 
Frances shook her head. 

" I'll not lie down till Fve told you that 
which perhaps will make you turn against 
me," she said ; and so it was that Alice lis- 
tened to the story of the early sin which had 
laid her own Esther under suspicion, and of 
many and many another sin which had followed 
such a beginning. 
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" And now you'll not want any more to do 
with me," said the girl, in conclusion. " You 
won't turn me out to-night, I know, for it's 
grown late while we've beeij talking ; but it'll 
be hard for you to bear to have me here till 
day breaks, now you see the wrong I did to 
Esther." 

There was no answer for a moment. 

"Ah! I see I'm right!" cried Prances, 
starting up. " I'll go at once. It's summer, 
and scarce night at all ; and if I get tired, it's 
warm enough to sleep outdoors, and " 

But Mrs. Greenway's arm had drawn her 
back, and it was with a kiss such as a good 
mother might have given that she was made 
to feel herself welcome even before the words 
came. 

" It's God Who brought you here to-night, 
my dear, and with all my heart I thank 
Him." 

It did not take many days for the Ham- 
mersley people to find out that some one was 
staying at the Lodge with Alice Greenway. 
Very soon afterwards it was discovered, in 
some unexplainable method, that this " some 
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one" was the Carters' daughter, whom they 
had long disowned. 

But this nine days' wonder was succeeded by 
a still greater wonder. Some one else might 
succeed to that much-envied post of lodge- 
keeper to the " big house," for Alice was going 
away, though where to no one could make her 
say, excepting that it was " north." 

The fact of the case was, that Prances was 
fully determined not to remain in a place where 
Bo much was known to her discredit, and Mrs. 
Greenway was as fully determined not to let 
her wander away alone; so they were bound 
for a busy town far away from Hammersley, 
where work was plentiful for all who had 
willing hands. 

" I thought you would live and die in Ham- 
mersley," said Mrs. Farley, when she came to 
inquire what all these rumours might mean. 
" I don't like you to leave us, Alice — to leave 
the friends of a lifetime and the place where 
your husband and Esther are buried. And you 
are growing old apace; you will by-and-by 
want familiar faces near you more than 
ever." 

" Ma'am," said Alice, "I've thought it over 
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every single thing you tell me ; but my mind 
is none the less made up. It goes hard to 
leave the place, but then it would be harder to 
see this poor girl go astray, as she might if 
she were left to herself. I've been a useless 
sort of creature to Almighty God this long 
time, and now He's given me something — 
right into my hands, as I may say — to do for 
Him, Til not fail Him. Frances seems to 
have a liking for me to be near her, and there's 
no knowing but I may get her to think of 
Him Who put it in my heart to care for 
her." 

" But suppose she disappoints you, Alice — 
suppose she leaves you in that strange place, 
when you have sacrificed your little home and 
all else for her ? I am afraid there is nothing 
very good to be expected from any of the 
Carters. From all I hear, Frances has brought 
shame on her religion and early school-train- 
ing already, and she seems perfectly hardened 
and careless." 

" Ah ! ma'am, it's only seeming? said Alice. 
" Like many another, she's trying to hold out 
against our blessed Lord; but it'll not last. 
Once away from here, I feel sure she'll come 
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round to belter things ; but she'll need some 
one to bear with her kindly 

ft I do not like it to fall upon you/' replied 
Mrs. Farley. " I wish you would think over 
it again, and do be advised by our good priest, 
Alice." 

" I'm going to see him this very night," said 
Alice. " There's things I could say to him I 
would not feel it wise to tell others, and I be- 
lieve when he's heard all, he'll not blame me. 
Ah ! Mrs. Parley, I'm but a poor, untaught 
woman ; I never was sharp and clear-sighted 
as some are ; but I'm pretty sure it's God that's 
spoke to me now, and asked me to take Frances 
Carter, as it were, in Esther's place." 

Years went by, and in one busy northern 
town there were few indeed among its Catho- 
lic inhabitants who were not familiar with the 
faces of two women who were constant in their 
attendance at most of the services of the 
Church. One was old, the other younger by a 
great deal, yet always sadder and graver of 
aspect. She spent hours before the Tabernacle 
kneeling on the floor near the threshold, and 
was often seen to weep bitterly, as if in her 
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past there was much to repent of, or some 
wound which could never in this world be 
entirely healed. It was generally supposed 
that they were mother and daughter, but one 
or two, who knew more of them than mere 
sight could tell, said that there was no rela- 
tionship between the two ; that they had lived 
in the same Kentish village, and were bound 
together only by the tie of loving some long- 
dead girl, of whom they spoke (and even now 
with tears in their eyes) as " Our Esther." 



THE END. 



R. WASUBOURNE, 18 PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON. 



Digitized by 



BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

Catherine Hamilton. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 
Catherine Grown Older. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 
Fluffy. A Tale for Boys. 3s. 6d. 
Jack's Boy. 3s. 6d. 
My Golden Days. 2s. 6d. 

Or separately : 
Yellow Holly, and other Tales. Is. ; gilt, 
Is. 6d. 

Tableaux Vivants, and other Tales. Is. ; 
gilt, Is. 6d. 

Wet Days, and other Tales. Is. ; gilt, Is. 6d. 
Out in the Cold World. 3s. 6d. 
Stories of the Life of St Paul. Is. 6d. ; better 

bound, 2s. 6d. 
The Three Wishea Is. 6d. ; better bound, 

2s. 6d. 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. 3s. 6d. 
Or separately : 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary. Is. ; gilt, 
Is. 6d. 

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's Repentance. 
Is. ; gilt, Is. 6d. 

The Old Prayer Book, and Charlie Pearson's 
Medal. Is. ; gilt, Is. 6d. 

Catherine's Promise, and Norah's Tempta- 
tion. Is. ; gilt, Is. 6d. 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a Picture. 
Is. ; gilt, Is. 6d. 

R. WASHBOUENE, 
18 PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON. 



Digitized by 



STORIES OF THE SAINTS, 
STORIES OF HOLY LIVES, 
STORIES OF MARTYR PRIESTS, 

AND 

LEGENDS OF THE SAINTS. 

By M. F. S. 

In Eight Vols., Cloth, for £1 nett ; or •, separately \ y. 6d. a Volume. 



S S i, 2, 3, 4, 5, means—Stories of the Saints, ist,'2nd, 3rd, 4th, or 5th 



H L 
M P 
LS 



Holy Lives. 
Martyr Priests. 
Legends of the Saints. 



[Series. 



CONTENTS. 



Aelred, S. 
Agatha, S. 
Agnes, S. 
Aidan, S. 
Alban, S. 
Alexis, S. 
Almond, Fr. John 
Aloysius, S. 
Ambrose, S. 
Andrew, S. 

Anna Maria Taigi, Ven. 
Anne Catherine Emmerich 
Anselm, S. 



S S 5 Anthony of Padua, S. - S S 1 

SS2 Anthony, S., Legend of - LS 

S S 1 Arrowsmith, Fr. Edm. , S.J. M P 

S S 4 Atkinson, Fr. Thomas - M P 

S S 3 Augustine, S. - - - S S 3 

S S 2 Augustine of Canterbury, S. S S 4 
M P 

S S 1 Barbara, S. - - - S S 2 

S S 4 Barlow, Fr. Ed., O.S.B. - MP 

S S 3 Barnabas, S. - - - S S 3 

H L Bartholomew, S. - - S S 3 

H L Basil the Great - - S S 4 

S S 5 Basilissa and Julian, S.S. - S S 4 



Digitized by 



2 



STORIES OF THE SAINTS, HOLY LIVES, 



Bathilde, S. - - - S S 4 

Bede, S. - - - - S S 4 

Bell, Arthur, O.S.F. - M P 

Benedict, S. - - - S S 1 

Benedict Joseph Labre\ B. - H L 

Bernard, S. - - - S S 2 

Bsrnardine of Siena, S. - S S 5 

Bernward, S. - - - S S 5 

Betteline, S., Legend of - L S 

Boniface, S. - - - S S 3 

Bonaventura, S. - - S S 5 

Brian, Fr. Alexander - M P 

Bridget of Sweden, S. - S S 5 

Brigid, S. - - - S S 3 

Bruno, S. - - - SS5 

Bnllaker, Fr. Thos., O.S.F. MP 

Cadoc, S. • - - S S 4 

Cadwallador, Fr. Roger - M P 

Caesarius, S. - - - S S 4 

Cajetan, S. - - - SS5 

Camillus of Lellis, S. - S S 3 

Campion, Fr. Edm., S.J.- M P 

Casimir, S. - - - S S 5 

Catherine of Alexandria, S. S S 1 

Catherine of Siena, S. - S S 1 

Ceadmon, S. - - - S S 4 

Cecilia, S. - - - S S 1 

Chad, S. - - • - S S 4 

Charles Borromeo, 6. - S S 1 

Charles, King of Sicily - L S 

Child in the Snow - - L S 

Child of Mary - - - L S 

Child of Mayer - - LS 

Christine, S., Legend of - L S 

Christmas Rose - - L S 

Christopher, S„ Legend of L S 

Clare, S. - - - - S S 1 

Claude and Marie de la 

Garaye - - - - H L 

Clement, S. - - - S S 3 

Clotilde, S. - - - S S 3 

Colette, S. - - - S S 3 

Colombini, B. - - H L 

Columba, S. - - - S S 4 

Corby, Fr. Ralph, S.J. -MP 

Count and the Leper - L S 

Crow, Fr. Alexander -MP 

Curd d'Ars - - - H L 

Cuthbert, S. - - - S S 2 

Cyprian, S. - - - S S 4 

Cyr, S. - - - - S S 2 

Cyril, S. - - - - S S 2 



David, S. - - - S S 4 

Davies, Fr. William -MP 

Delphina and Elzear, S.S. S S 5 

De Miramion, Mine. - H L 

Dominic, S. - - - S S 1 

Dorothy, S. - - - S S 2 

Dositheus, S. - - - S S 4 

Dunstan, S. - - - S S 2 

Edith, S. - - - - S S s 

Edmund, S. - • - S S 3 

Edward, S. - - - S S 2 

Einsiedeln, Legend of - L S 

Elizabeth of Hungary, S.- S S 1 

Elzear and Delphina, S.S.- S S 5 

Emilian, S. - - - S S 4 

Entrance to Heaven - L S 

Ephraem the Syrian, S. - S S 4 

Ethelwold, S. - - - S S 5 

Euphrasia, S. - - - S S 4 

Evesham, Legend of - L S 

Felix of Cantalice, S. - S S 5 

Fenn, Fr. James - -MP 

Flowery Crowns - - L S 

Frances of Rome, S. - S S 1 

Francis of Assisi, S. - S S 1 

Francis, S., and the Wolf L S 

Francis Paula, S. - - S S 5 

Francis of Sales, S. - - S S 2 

Francis Xavier, S. - - S S 1 

Friar's Warning - - L S 

Frica, S. - - - - S S s 

Fulgentius, S. - - - S S 4 

Gall. S. - - - - S S 4 

Garnet, Fr. Henry, S.J. - M P 

Genevieve, S. - - - S S 2 

Genings, Fr. Edward • M P 

George, S. - - - S S 2 

Georgenberg, S. , Shrine of L S 

Gerasimus, S. - - - S S 4 

Germaine Cousin, S. - S S 2 

Germanus, S. - - - S S 4 

G ilbert of Sempringham, S. S S 2 

Gregory the Great, S. - S S 4 

Gregory, S., Legend of - L S 

Gregory Nazianzen, S. - S S 4 
Green, Fr. Hugh - -MP 

Gudule, S. - - . S S 4 

Guthlac, S. - - - S S 4 

Guy, S. - - - - SSS 



y Google 



MARTYR PRIESTS, AND LEGENDS OF THE SAINTS. 3 



Hawthorn Tree 
Heath, Fr. Henry, O.S.F. 
Hedwiges, S. - 
Helier, S. 
Henry Suso, B. 
Hilary, S. - 
Hilda, S. - 
Hildegarde, S. . 
Hildesheim, Rose of 
Holy Cross, Story of 
Holy Well, The 
Homobonus, S. 
Hugh, S. - 
Hyacinth, S., O.S.D. 

Ida of Toggenberg, S. 
Idiot of Folgoet 
Ignatius, S. 
Imelda, B. 



James the Greater, S. 
J ames the Less, S. - 

* ane Frances de Chantal, S. 
Jerome, S. 

ewish Child - 

ohn, S. - 

ohn, Abbot - 

ohn Berchmans, B. 
John Capistran, S. - 

ohn the Evangelist, S. 
Legend of - 
; ohn of God, S. 

* ohn Gualberto, S. - 

I ohn Nepomucene, S. 
" [oseph Calasanctius, S. 
Julian and Basilissa, S.S. 
Juliana of Cornillon, S. 

King's Daughter 
Knight of Tratzberg- 

Lambert, S. 
Laurence, S. - 
Laurence Justinian, S. 
Leo the Great - 
Lidwina, S. 
Little Novices - 
Lockwood, Fr. John 
Louis Bertrand, S. - 
Louis of France, S. - 
Louisa de Carvajal - 
Lucy, S. - 
Luke, S. - 



LS 
M P 
SSs 
S S 2 
H L 
S S 4 
S S 4 
S S 5 
LS 
SS 3 
LS 
SS 3 
SS 3 
S S 5 

ss 5 

LS 
S S i 
H L 

SS 3 
SS 3 
SS 1 
S S 4 
LS 
SS 3 
LS 
H L 
SSs 

LS 

S S 2 

S S 2 
S S 2 

SS 3 
S S 4 
SS5 

LS 
LS 

S S 4 
SS i 
S S 5 
SS 4 
S S 2 
LS 
M P 
S S 5 

S S 2 

H L 

S S 2 

ss 3 



Lupicinus, S. - 
Lupus, S. • 

Maiden's Vigil - 
Maine, Fr. Cuthbert 
Malo, S. - 
Marcian, S. 
Margaret Mary, B. - 
Margaret of Scotland, S. 
Marie Eustelle Harpain 
Mark, S. - 
Martin, S. 

Mary Magdalen, S. - 
Mary Magdalen, S., Le- 
gend of - 
Mass of the Holy Child 
Matthew, S. - 
Matthias, S. - 
Maxfield, Fr. Thomas 
Meinrad, S. 
Monica, S. 

Monk and the Bird - 
Monk's Vision - 
Morgan, Fr. Edward 
Moss Rose 
Mountain Flowers - 
Mungo, S. 

Napier, Fr. George - 
Neot, S.- 
Nicholas, S. , Legend of 
Nicholas Folentini, S. 
Nilus, S. - 
Norbert, S. 
Notteburga, S. 
Nun's Beads - 
Nun's Prayer - 

Odilo, S. - 
Olier, M. - 
Oswald, S. 
Otto, S. - 
Our Lady of Guadaloupe 

Page, Fr. Francis, SJ. 
Palm in the Desert - 
Paschal Babylon, S. - 
Patrick, S. 

Patrick, S., and the Two 

Princesses 
Paul, S. - 
Paul of Leon, S. 
Peter, S. - 



y Google 



4 



STORIES OF THE SAINTS, HOLY LIVES, &c. 



Peter of Alcantara, S. - S S 3 

Peter Celestine. S. - - S S 5 

Peter Damian, S. - - S S 5 

Peter Favre, B. - - H L 

Peter of Luxemburg, S. - S S 5 

Peter the Martyr, S. • S S 5 

Philip, S.- - - - S S 3 

Philip Neri, S. - - - S S 1 

Poor Shepherdess - - L S 

Prisoner's Chains - - L S 

Pulcheria, S. - - - S S 4 

Radegonde, S. - - - S S 4 

Richard, S. - - - S S 3 

Rigobert, S. - - - S S 4 

Robin Redbreast - - L S 

Roch, S. - - - - S S 2 

Rodolph of Hapsburg, Sir L S 
Roe, Fr. Bartholomew, 

O.S.B. - - - - MP 

Rosalia, S. - - - S S 5 

Rosary, Legend of the - L S 

Rose of Hildesheim - - L S 

Rose of Lima, S. - - S S 1 

Rose of Viterbo, S. - - S S 5 

San Grail, Legend of the- L S 

Scot, Fr. William, O.S.B. M P 

Sebastian Valfre\ B. - H L 

Severinus, S. - - - S S 4 

Severus of Ravenna, S. - S S 4 

Sherwine, Fr. Ralph - M P 

Shrine of S. Georgenberg- L S 

Simon and Jude, S.S. - S S 3 

Simon Stock, S. - - S S 2 

Snake, Legend of the - L S 

Southwell, Fr. Robert, S.J. M P 

Stanislaus Kostka, S. - S S 1 

Stephen, S. - - - S S 3 



Stephen of Hungary, S. 
Stephen the Younger, S. 
Swithin, S. 

Teresa, S. 
Theobald, S. - 
Thirkill, Fr. Richard 
Thomas, S. 

Thomas, S. , Legend of 
Thomas Aquinas, S.- 
Thomas of Canterbury, S. 
Thomas of Villanova, S. 
Thulis, Fr. John 
Tyrolese Boys - 

Ubald, S.- 
Ursula, S., Legend of 

Veronica, S., Legend of 
Vincent, S. 
Vincent de Paul, S. - 

Walburga, S. - 
Walpole, Fr. Henry, SJ. 
Ward, Fr. William - 
Wayside Beggars - 
Werburga, S. - 
White, Fr. Eustachius 
White Thistle - 
Willibrord, S. - 
Winefride, S. - 
Wright, Fr. Peter, S.J. 
Wulfram, S. - 
Wulstan, S. - 

Xenophon, S. - 

Zamorah's Wealth 
Zita, S. - 



- SS 4 

- ls; 

- S S 2 
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Second Series of True Wayside Tales. By Lady 

Herbert [In the press. 

Our Esther. By M. F. S., author of " Out in the Cold 

World." E [In the press. 

Life of Rev. Fr. Hermann (Discalced Carmelite). 

From the French of the Abbe* Charles Sylvani. 

By Mrs. Raymond-Barker. 8vo. cloth, 5 s. 6d. ; 

stronger bound, 6s. 6d. 
Killed at Sedan. A Novel. By Samuel Richardson, 

A.B., B.L., of the Middle Temple, Barrister-at- 

Law. 1 os. 6d. 
Bobbie and Birdie; or, Our* Lady's Picture. A Story 

for the very little ones. By Frances I. M. 

Kershaw. Fcap. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 
Agnes Wilmott's History, and the Lessons it Taught. 

By M. A. Pennell, author o( " Bertram Eldon," 

"Nellie Gordon," &c. is. 6d. 
For Better, not For Worse. By Rev. Langton George 

Vere. [In the press. 

My Lady at Last. A Tale. By M. Taunton, author 

of " The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys." 5s. 
Out in the Cold World. By M. F. S. (Mrs. Seamer), 

author of "Tom's Crucifix and other Tales," 

"Stories of the Lives of the Saints," &c. 3s. 6d. 
The Rose of Venice. A Tale, relating to the Council 

of Ten in the Venetian Republic. By S. Chris- 
topher. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

"A very interesting and well-told story."— The Month. 

A List of DRAMAS will be found on pages 19 and 26. 
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True Wayside Tales. By Lady Herbert. 3s.; or 
may be had separately, in 5 volumes, cheap 
edition, in pretty binding, price 6d. each volume. 
I. The Brigand Chief, and other Tales. 2. Now is the Ac- 
cepted Time, and other Tales. 3. What a Child can do, 
and other Tales. 4. Sowing Wild Oats, and other Tales. 
5. The Two Hosts, and other Tales. 
" These tales are short, in good legible type, and evidently true." 
—Tablet. 

Chats about the Commandments. By M. F. Plues, 
author of " Chats about the Rosary." 3s. 

"This book is written in a manner that would attract children, 
and we should think that it will be found a help by parents and 
teachers. . . . What you have written is very practical and true." — 
Cardinal Manning. 

Jack's Boy. By M. F. S., author of " Tom's Crucifix, 
and other Tales/ " Fluffy," etc. 3s. 6& 

"The author of 'Tom's Crucifix* is a favourite with many 
readers, old and young. There is a tender depth of feeling which 
runs through every page, and a simple earnestness and manifest 
truthfulness in the manner and style of the narration which renders 
her stories peculiarly attractive.' — Weekly Register. "The more 
we have of such tales to move kind hearts, the better will it be for 
the children of the poor in our overgrown towns." — The Month. 
Bertram Eldon and how he found a home. By M. A. 
Pennell, author of "Nellie Gordon." Cloth, is. 

"Authors who will and can write little books like 'Bertram 
Eldon,' may hope to do much good thereby, for they are directly 
helping to inspire children with a love of the neglected poor, which 
will through after-life bear fruit in works of mercy." — The Month. 
" We can all learn a lesson from such a career as ' Bertie Eldon 's.' " 
— Catholic Times. 

Walter Ferrers' School Days ; or, Bellevue and its 
Owners. By C. Pilley. 2s. Cheap edition, is. 

"A family suffers a sudden reverse of fortune by the death of the 
father and the dishonesty of his agent. The Christian matron shows 
herself equal to the occasion, and her children find strength in her 
example, derive benefit from adversity, and struggle forward into 
happier times." — The Month. "A tale for the young. Its inci- 
dents are so arranged as to inculcate the practice of honesty and 
virtue, and a trust in the goodness of Providence. The juvenile 
mind will delight in it.' '—Catholic Times. 

The Golden Thought of Queen Beryl, and other 
Stories. By Marie Cameron, is. 6d. ; gilt edges, 
2s., or may be had separately, cheap edition, in 
pretty binding, price 6d. each volume. 
I. The Golden Thought, and The Brother's Grave. 
?.'iJ he Rod that Bore B1 °ssoms, and Patience and Impatience. 
Pleasantly writt en tales. "— Court Circular. 

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Pow, London. 
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Clare's Sacrifice. An impressive little tale, for First 
Communicants. By C. M. O'Hara. 6d. 

Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl ; or Lost and Saved. 
By M. A. Pennell. 6d. 

Story of a Paper Knife. By Henrica Frederic, is. 

The Siege and Conquest of Granada. Allah Akbar — 
God is Great. From the Spanish. By Mariana 
Monteiro. Cloth Arabesque, 3s. 6d. 

" A highly interesting story. The book is handsomely got up, and 
the illustrations, which are from the pencil of a sister of Miss Mon- 
teiro, add much to the beauty of the volume." — Public Opinion. 

Gathered Gems from Spanish Authors. By Mariana 
Monteiro. 3s. 
Contents :— The Rosary Bell— The Blind Organist of Seville— 
The Last Baron of Fortcastells — The Miserere of the Mountains — 
Three Reminiscences — A Legend of Italy— The Gnomes of Monccay 
— The Passion Flower— Recollections of an Artistic Excursion — The 
Laurel Wreath — The Witches of Trasmoz. 

"Genuine treasures of romance." — Weekly Register. "Particu- 
larly rich in pleasant stories of the purest morality. — Irish Monthly. 
"Of considerable beauty. . . . The high moral tone of it renders it 
far in advance of the majority of tales at the present day." — Public 
Opinion. " Much grace and freshness." — University Magazine. 

The Last Days of the Emperor Charles V., the Monk 
of the Monastery of Yuste. An Historical 
Legend of the 16th century. From the Spanish, 
by Mariana Monteiro. 2s. 6d. 

"An exceedingly interesting historical legend. It will amply 
repay perusal." — Court Circular. "A peculiar interest attaches 
to the tale." — Weekly Register. "It is well calculated to instruct 
and entertain the minds of young persons, since it is a tale of 
piety and also historical" — Tablet. "A very realistic picture of 
the character of Charles in monastic repose. We have read every 
page of the volume with much pleasure." — Catholic Times. "The 
whole narrative just the sort that might be put in the hands of a 
boy or girl under sixteen with advantage. " — Public Opinion. * 4 Well 
worthy of notice." — The Month. 

The Battle of Connemara. By Kathleen O'Meara, 
author of "A Daughter of St. Dominick." 3s. 

" Everything else is but a sketch, compared with the Irish scenes, 
which are written con amore, and though not very highly coloured, are 
faithful to life." — Dublin Review. " A charming story, charmingly 
told." — Irish Monthly. "A book which has interested us; in 
which others, we doubt not, will take much interest. " — Tablet. "The 
sketch of the Holy Mass in the miserable thatched building is one 
of the most effective bits of description we have seen ; and this 
portrayal of peasant life, privation, and faith is too accurate to be 
questioned. " — Catholic Times. * 4 This interesting tale. " — The Month. 

Washbourne } 18 Paternoster JRow 9 London. 
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The Dark Shadow. A Tale. 3s. 
Industry and Laziness. By Franz Hoffman. From 
the German, by James King. i2mo., 3s. 

*• This is a capital story for boys. We can assure youthful 
readers that they will find much to attract them in this adventurous 
story."— Weekly Register. " The moral is excellent, the interest of 
the story well sustained." — Tablet. "A good, moral story." — 
Court Circular. " Any book that tries to save boys and young men 
from copying the example of John Collins deserves to be encouraged, 
especially when it is so very readably written and printed as the present 
tale." — Irish Monthly. 

The Fairy Ching; or the Chinese Fairies' Visit to 
England. By Henrica Frederic Handsomely 
bound in cloth extra, is., gilt edges) is. 6d. 
My Golden Days. By M. F. S. i2mo., 2s. 6d., or 
in 3 vols., is. each ; gilt, is. 6d. 
The One Ghost of my Life, Willie's Escape, &c 
The Captain's Monkey, &c. 
Great Uncle Hugh, ling Dresses, &c. 
" They are playfully descriptive of the little ways and experience 
of young people, and are well suited for reading aloud in a famil 
circle of juveniles."— The Month. "A series of short tales for 
children, by the delightful author of 1 Fluffy ' and a score of other 
charming books for the young. ' ' — Weekly Register. 1 ' Capital tales 
for children, nicely told, printed in large type on good paper and 
neatly bound." — The Bookseller. "Feelings run through them 
like a stream through flowers, and pretty morals peep out as the 
reader travels along." — Catholic Times. " This is the latest of the 
long catalogue of bright and edifying books of short stories for 
which our young people have to thank M. F. S. " — Irish Monthly. 

From Sunrise to Sunset. A Catholic Tale. 3s. 6d. 

" A story for young readers, with a distincUy religious tendency, 
well written and interesting." — The Bookseller. " A pleasing tale, 
of which some of the incidents take place in the Grisons of Switzer- 
land. There is a good power of description of scenery, in very clear 
grammatical language. In fact, the purity of style of L. B. is quite 
an example to the average novel writer." — Public Opinion. **A 
lively, chatty, pleasant little novel, which can do no harm to any 
one, and may afford amusement to many young persons." — Tablet. 

The Two Friends; or, Marie's Self-denial. By 
Madame d' Arras (Nie Lechmere). is.; gilt, is.6d. 
" A little French tale, in the crisis of which the good Empress 
Eugenie plays a conspicuous part" — Weekly Register. 

Andersen's Sketches of Life in Iceland. Translated by 
Myfanwy Fenton. 2s.; cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

"In the one case they are simply pretty tales; in the other 
curious illustrations of the survival to our own time of thought and 
manners familiar to every reader of the Sagas." — Graphic. " Ever 
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welcome additions to the literary flora of a primitive and little- 
known country, such as Iceland must still be deemed. The Princess 
of Wales has been pleased to accept this unpretentious little story- 
book, written in the high latitudes where legends flourish abun- 
dantly." — Public Opinion. " Told with simple eloquence. A happy 
mean of refreshing simplicity which every reader must enjoy." — 
Catholic Times. "The style is fresh and simple, and the little 
volume is altogether very attractive." — Weekly Register, 

Rest, on the Cross. By E. L. Hervey. Author 
of " The Feasts of Camelot," &c. 1 2mo., 3s. 6d. 

" This is a heart-thrilling story of many trials and much anguish 
endured by the heroine. Rest comes to her, where alone it can 
come to all. The little tale is powerfully and vividly told." — 
Weekly Register. " Mrs. Hervey has shown a rare talent in the 
relation of moral tales calculated to fascinate and impress younger 
readers." — Somerset County Gazette. "An interesting and well- 
written religious story for young people." — The Bookseller. "An 
emotional and gushing little novelette." — Church Times. " It is 
impossible for us to know how far the events and situations are real, 
and how far imaginary ; but if real, they are well related, and if 
imaginary, they are well conceived."— Tablet, " It is written in the 
gentlest spirit of charity."— Athenamm. 

The Feasts of Camelot, with the Tales that were told 
there. By Eleanora Louisa Hervey. 3s. 6d. ; or 
separately, Christmas, is.6d.; Whitsuntide, is.6d. 

' u This is really a very charming collection of tales, told as is evi- 
dent from the title, by the Knights of the Round Table, at the Court 
of King Arthur. It is good for children and for grown up people 
too, to read these stories of knightly courtesy and adventure and oc 
pure and healthy romance, and they have never Deen written in a 
more attractive style than by Mrs. Hervey in this little volume." — 
Tablet. " This is a very charming story book." — Weekly Register. 
" Mrs. Hervey brings the great legendary hero within the. reach of 
children, but the stories are quite sufficiently well told to deserve the 
perusal of more critical readers." — The Month. " These tales are 
well constructed, and not one of them is destitute of interest." — 
Catholic Times. Full of chivalry and knightly deeds, not unmixed 
with touches of quaint humour. " — Court Journal. 1 1 A graceful and 
pleasing collection of stories. "—Daily News. "There is a high 
purpose in this charming book, one which is steadily pursued— it 
is the setting forth of the true meaning of chivalry." — Morning Post* 

Stories from many Lands. By E. L. Hervey. 3s. 6d. 

"Very well and, above all, very briefly told. The stories are 
short and varied. The Godmother's Anecdotes are very good 
stories."— Saturday Review. "A great number of short Stories 
and Anecdotes of a good moral tone." — Tablet. "A delightful 
fairy Godmother is this, who promises to rival the famous Princess 
Scheherezade as a story-teller. " — Weekly Register. "Suitable for 
boys and girls of ten or twelve years, and is capable of teaching 
them not a few wholesome truths in an agreeable but really im- 
pressive manner."— Illustrated London News. "A charming col- 
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lection of tales, illustrating some great truths.'*— Church Times. 
* ' With a few exceptions each story has • some heart of meaning in 
it,' and tends to kindle in the mind all that is good and noble." — 
Windsor Gazette. " A collection of short stories, anecdotes, and 
apologues on various topics, delightfully told." — Athenaum. 

A Daughter of St. Dominic. By Grace Ramsay 
(Kathleen O'Meara). is. ; stronger bound, 
is. 6d.; cloth extra, 2s. 

"A beautiful little work. The narrative is highly interesting." — 
Dublin Review. " It is full of courage and faith and Catholic 
heroism." — Universe. " A beautiful picture of the wonders effected 
by ubiquitous charity, and still more by fervent prayer." — Tablet. 

Bessy; or the Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies, 
is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

' * This is a very good tale to put into the hands of young servants." 
— Tablet. " The moral teaching is of course thoroughly Catholic, 
and conveyed in a form extremely interesting."— Weekly Register. 

Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom. By the Author of 

"Industry and Laziness." is., gilt edges, is. 6d. 

" A very tastefully printed book, and the translation is clear and 
tasteful— well done, in fact."— Irish Monthly. 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F. S. 3s. 6d. ; 
or separately, is. each, or is. 6d. gilt. 

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary. 

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's Repentance. 

The Old Prayer Book, and Charlie Pearson's Medal. 

Catherine's Promise, and Norah's Temptation. 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a Picture. 

"Simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doctrine." 
— Universe. "This is a volume of short, plain, and simple 
stories, written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion 
practically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light 
before the mental eyes of children. The whole of the tales in the 
volume before us are exceedingly well written." — Weekly Register. 

Fluffy. A Tale for Boys. By M. F. S., author of 
"Tom's Crucifix and other Tales." 3s. 6d. 

" A charming little story. The narrative is as wholesome through 
out as a breath of fresh air, and as beautiful in the spirit of it as a 
beam of moonlight." — Weekly Register. "The tale is well told, 
We cannot help feeling an interest in the fortunes of Fluffy." — Tablet. 

The Three Wishes. A Tale. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 
" A pretty neatly told story for girls. There is much quiet pathos 
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in it and a warm Catholic spirit." — The Month. "We are glad to 
welcome this addition to the story-books for which the author is 
already favourably known." — United Irishman. "The tale is 
singularly interesting. The story of Gertrude with her gratified 
wish has about it all the interest of a romance, and will, no doubt, 
find especial favour." — Weekly Register. " Like everything which 
M. F. S. writes, the book is full of interest."— Tablet The chief 
neroine is a striking model of what a young woman ought to be, 
and may become, if animated by sincere desire." — Catholic Times. 

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 

" We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the 
little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated." — Catholic 
World. "A short, simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the 
power of grace to correct bad temper in a wayward girl." — Weekly 
Register. ' 'We are very much pleased with this little book. " — Tablet. 

Catherine grown Older. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt 3s. 

"Those who are familiar with the history of Catherine in her 
wayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction thifi 
sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer. 
There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tenderness in 
the manner of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive." 
— Weekly Register. "Catherine's character will delight English 
children."— Tablet. 

The Angels and the Sacraments. — Stories for my 

Children, is.; gilt, is. 6d. 
Simple Tales. Square i6mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d. 

" Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, interspersed 
wkh some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told 
in such a way as to engage the attention of any child." — Register. 
" This is a little book which we can recommend with great confi- 
dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic." — Catholic 
Opinion. '* It belongs to a class of books of which the want is 
generally much felt by Catholic parents." — Dublin Review. " Beau 
tifully written. « Little Terence ' is a gem of a Tale."— Tablet. 

Terry O'Flinn. By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap. 
8vo. is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

"The writer possesses considerable literary power." — Register. 
"A most singular production." — Universe. "An unpretending 
yet a very touching story. " — Waterford News. ' ' Excellent indeed 
is the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever 
beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts 
and strives to turn us to good.' '—Catholic World. "The idea is 
well sustained throughout." — Church Times. 

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli- 
gion : being the Story of a late Student of 
Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon- 
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic 
Church. By Iota. 3s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2s. 

"Will well repay its perusal." — Universe. "This precious vol- 
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umc" — Baptist "No one will deny ' Iota ' the merit of entire origi- 
nality."— Civilian. " A valuable addition to every Catholic lib^ary.' , 
Tablet. * 1 There is much cleverness in it. * Nonconformist. ' ' Ma- 
licious and wicked."— English Independent. "An admirable and 
amusing, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac- 
ters are from life." — Catholic Opinion. 

The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is.; gilt, is. 6d. 
" Charming little story." — Weekly Register. 

Fairy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley 

Meehan. 6d.; cloth, is. and is. 6&; gilt, 2s. 

" Full of imagination and dreams, and at the" same time with ex- 
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence 
of infants."— Universe. "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in- 
struction with amusement." — Register. A pretty little book to give 
to imaginative young ones." — 1 ablet. 

Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by 
herself, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2S. 

• It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of 
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is very well related. We 
can recommend the book for the reading of children." — Tablet. 
" The tenth chapter is beautiful" — Universe. " The lessons incul- 
cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly 
recommend the book." — Waterford News. ** This is one of those 
nicely written stories for children which we now and then come 
across."— Catholic World. ' 'Charmingly written." — Church Herald. 

The Story of Marie and other Tales. Fcap. 2s. 6d. 
gilt, 3S. 

"A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their 
teaching . ' ' — Tablet. ' 1 A series of short pretty stories, told with much 
simplicity." — Universe. "A number of short pretty stories, replete 
with religious teaching, told in simple language." — Weekly Register. 

The Mission Cross. An Abstinence Tale. By Mrs. 
Bartle Teeling, author of " Roman Violets," and 
" The Violet Sellers — a Drama." 2s. ; in paper 
covers, is. 6d. 

Sir iElfric and other Tales. By the^Rev. G. Bamp- 
field. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; gilt, is. 6d. 

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By 

M. Taunton, cloth, is. 6d. ; stronger bound, 2s. 

• ' A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secure for 
itself readers." — Tablet. "Deeply interesting. It is well adapted 
for parochial and school libraries." — Weekly Register. "A very 
pleasing tale."— The Month. " Simply and naturally told."— Free- 
man's journal. 
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Eagle and Dove. From the French of Z&aide 
Fleuriot, by Emily Bowles. 53. ; cheap edition, 
2s. 6d. 

"We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story." — 
Register, " One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into." 
— Church Times. "Admirable in tone and purpose." — Church 
Herald. "A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty 
fictions got up by English writers." — Dublin Review. "There is 
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume! nor is there any 
attempt at sensation." — Tablet. 

Legends of the 13th Century. By the Rev. Henry 
Collins. 3s. ; or in 3 vols., is. 6d. each. 

" A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as legends and none the 
less profitable for example, consolation, and encouragement."— 
Weekly Register. 1 • The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching, 
and they are almost all authenticated." — Tablet. • * Well translated 
and beautifully got up." — The Month. " Full of heavenly wisdom," 
— Catholic Opinion. ' ' The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's 
1 Christian Perfection.'"— Dublin Review. 

Little Books of St. Nicholas. Tales for Children. 
By Rev. F. Drew. is. each. 
I. Oremus; 2. DominusVobiscum ; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per 
Jesum Christum ; 5. Veni Creator ; 6. Credo ; 7. Ave 
Maria ; 8. Ora pro nobis 5 9. Corpus Christi 5 10. Dei 
Genitrix ; 11. Requiem ; 12. Miserere ; 13. Deo Gratias ; 
14. Guardian Angel. [Numbers 1 to 7 are ready.] 

. Keighley Hall and other Tales. By Elizabeth King. 
Gilt, 2s. 

"The religious teaching is very good, and stamps the work as 
being that of a loyal member of the one true Church."— Tablet. 
"The Tales are Catholic to the backbone."— Weekly Register. 
"Interesting and well-written stories." — Westminster Gazette. 
" Very interesting as stories."— Church News, " Full of devotion 
and piety." — Northern Press, 

Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret's Little 
Neighbours. By Miss Plues. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

"There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to 
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful 
for any help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who 
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty." 
— Month. " We do not know of a better book for reading aloud to 
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary." — 
Tablet. Illustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each 
with the practice of some particular virtue." — Catholic Opinion. 
"This pretty book carries out a very good idea, much wanted, to 
impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture or 
story of each mystery of the Rosary." — Dublin Review, 
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Margarethe Verflassen. Translated from the German 
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. is. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d. 
" A portrait of a very holy and noble soul, whose life was passed 
inconstant practical acts of the love of God." — Weekly Register. 
"It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the 
practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all 
the works of mercy."— Tablet "Those who may wish to know 
something about Convent life will find it faithfully pourtrayed in 
every important particular in the volume before us. We cordially 
commend it to our readers." — Northern Star. 

A Romance of Repentance ; or, the Heroine of Vesu- 
vius. A remarkable sensation of the Seventeenth 
Century. By Rev. Dr. O'Reilly. 3s. 6d. 

Ned Rusheen. By Sister M. F. Clare. 5s. 

The Prussian Spy. A Novel. By V. Valmont 4s. 

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By Miss Bridges. 
Fcap. 8vo. is. 

Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 

Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d. 

The Lost Children of Mount St Bernard. Gilt, 6d. 

The Baker's Boy ; or, the Results of Industry. 6d. 

A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 

Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Cardinal Wolsey ; or the Abbot of St Cuthbert's. By 
Agnes Stewart. 6s. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. By the same author. 10s; 64 

The Yorkshire Plot By the same author. 6s. 6d. 

Bishop Fisher. By the same author. 7s. 6d. 

Limerick Veteran. By the same author. 4s. 6d. 

Life in the Cloister. By the same author. 3s. 6d. 

Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d. 

Kishoge Papers. Tales of Devilry and Drollery, is. 6d. 

Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s. 

Percy Grange. By the same author. 3s. 

Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 

Sir Humphrey's Trial. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 

The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the 
Early Church. By Rev. A. J . O'Reilly. D.D. 5s. 
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The Catholic " Pilgrim's Progress "—The Journey of 
Sophia and Eulalie to the Palace of True Hap- 
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradbury, 
Mount St. Bernard's, is. 6d., better bound, 3s. 6d. 

" The book is essentially suited to women, and especially to those 
who purpose devoting themselves to the hidden life of sanctity. It 
will prove, however, a useful gift to many young ladies whose lot is 
in the world. "— Weekly Register. " This mode of teaching imparts 
an extraordinary degree of vividness and reality."— Church Review, 
" Unquestionably the book is one that for a certain class of minds 
will have a great charm." — The Scotsman. "No one can weary 
with the perusal, and most people will enjoy it very much." — Tablet. 

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. i2mo., is. 

Recollections of the Reign of Terror. By the Abbd 

DumesniL 2s. 6d. 
Tim O'Halloran's Choice ; or, From Killarney to 

New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d. 
The Silver Teapot. By Elizabeth King. i8mo., 4A 
The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss 

Mulholland. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 6s. 
Legends of the Saints. By M. F. S., author of "Stories 

of the Saints." Square i6mo., 3s. 6d. 

"A pretty little book, couched in studiously simple language." — 
Church Times. "A number of short legends, told in simple lan- 
guage for young readers by one who has already given us two 
charming volumes of 'Stories of the Saints.'" — Tablet. "Here 
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging 
over a vast geographical area. Not one of them will be passed 
over by the reader." — Catholic Times. "A delightful boon for 
youthful readers." — Weekly Register. "It is got up in the most 
attractive as well as substantial style as regards binding, paper, and 
typography, while the simple and beautiful legends are told in a 
graceful and flowing manner, which cannot fail to rivet the attention 
and interest of the youthful reader." — United Irishman. 9 ^ 

Stories of the Saints. By M. F. S. 1st Series, 3s. 6d., 

gilt, 4s. 6d. 2nd Series, 3s. 6d., gilt, 4s. 6d. 

3rd Series, 3s. 6d. 4th Series, 3s. 6d. 5th 

Series, 3s. 6d. 

"As lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day." — 
Weekly Register. "Interesting not only for children but for per 
sons of every age and degree." — Tablet. "A great desideratum. 
Very pleasantly written." — The Month. "A very attractive volume. 
A delightful book." — Union Review. "Admirably adapted for 
reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading."— 
Catholic Opinion. " Being full of anecdotes, they are especially 
attractive. % — Church Herald. " Well selected."— Dublin Review. 
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Stories of Holy Lives. By M. F. S. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

"The stories seem well put together." — The Month, " It sets 
before us clearly and in simple language the most striking features 
in the character and history of many whose very names are dear to 
the hearts of Catholics."— Tablet 

Stories of Martyr Priests. By M. F. S. i2mo.,3s. 6d. 

" The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such 
an earnest air of reality about every page that the youthful reader 
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and can believe that he is 
• listening to a story / " — Weekly Register. " It has been the task 
of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present 
the lives of these Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form, 
so that, while laying before the youthful minds deeds as thrilling as 
any to be found In the pages of romance, a chapter in her history is 
laid open which is at once the glory and the shame of England." — 
United Irishman. "Short memoirs well written and which cannot 
fail to attract not only ' the Catholic Boys of England,' to whom the 
book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to 
whom the Catholic faith is dear." — Tablet. " Sad stories of over 
thirty Priests who perished for conscience sake." — Catholic Times. 
'•No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these 
Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far and 
wide."— Dublin Review. 

The Story of the Life of St. Paid. By M. F. S., author 
of "Legends of the Saints/' &c. 2s. 6d. and 
is. 6d. 

"A most attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of 
'Tom's Crucifix and other Tales. —Weekly Register.. "The 
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most effec- 
tively, and has made the most of them."— Catholic Times. 

Bible Stories from the Old Testament. Twelve Stories 
of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in 
the fortunes of God's ancient Church, by throwing 
the Scripture narrative into a slightly different 
form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

' Contents :— The Sacrifice of Abel.— The Ship of Safety.— The 
City of Confusion. — Melchisedech, King of Salem. — The Sabbath 
Breaker.— Achan.— The Child Prophet of Silo.— The Building of the 
Temple.— The Altar at Beth-El.— The Repentance of Nineve.— 
The Furnace of Babylon. — The Prophecy of Malachias. 

Albertus Magnus : his Life and Scholastic Labours. 
From original Documents. By Professor Sighart. 
Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a 
Portrait 8vo., 10s. 6d ; cheap edition, 5s. 
M A translation of Dr. Sighart's 'Albertus Magnus ' will be wel- 
come in many quarters. The volume is admirably printed and 
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beautifully got up, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of 
B. Albert's portrait after Fiesole."— Dublin Review. " Albert the 
Great is not well known ... yet he is one of those pioneers of in- 
ductive philosophy whom our modern men of science cannot with- 
out black ingratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only 
to those who value the sanctity of life, but to those also who try, as 
he did, to wrest from nature the reason of her doings." — The Month, 
" The volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it Carries the 
reader through most of the scenes of Albert's life with a graphic 
power . . . We recommend this book as worthy a place in every 
library."— Catholic Times. "The fullest record that has ever been 
penned of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the 
Church."— Weekly Register, " The book is extremely interesting, 
full of information, and displays great power of research and critical 
judgment. . . . The volume is eminently worth perusal." — Tablet. 
" One of the most interesting religious biographies recently issued 
from the Catholic press." — Irish Monthly. 

Life of St Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess, 
Patroness of North Wales and Shrewsbury. By 
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispiece, 2s. 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti- 
fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders 
from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 4to. 25 s. 

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy 
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy. 
2 vols., 1 os. : — or separately : — 

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother 
Jeanne Charlotte de Brechard, Mother Peronne 
Marie de Chatel, Mother Claude Agnes Joli de 
la Roche. 6s. 

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie 
Aim£e de Chantal, Sister Franijoise Gabrielle 
Bally, Sister Marie Denise de Martignat, Sister 
Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Peronne Per- 
net, Sister Marie Seraphique de Chamflours. 6s. 

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and 
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated 
by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph, 5s. 

Life of S. Bernardine of Siena. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista 
Varani. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. John of God. With a portrait, 5s. 



R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row t London , 

Digitized by VjOOglC 



14 



R. Washbournis Catalogue. 



The Lives of the Early Popes. By Rev. Thomas 
Meyrick, M.A., 2 vols., 8vo. St. Peter to St. 
Silvester, 4s. 6d. From the time of Constan- 
tine to Charlemagne, 5s. 6d. 
Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo Belcari. 
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832 
With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
Life of Sister Mary Frances of the Five Wounds. From 

the Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. 2s. 6d. 
Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel- 
stan. By E. A. M., author of " Rosalie, or the 
Memoirs of a French Child," " Life of Paul 
Seigneret," &c. is. ; better bound, 2s. 6d. 
" The great interest of the book, even above the story of the con- 
version of her husband, is the question of education. The essay 
on the bringing up of children and the comparative merits and de- 
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful 
study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc- 
tion. " — The Month. ' * Her judgments are always wise. " — Catholic 
Opinion. 1 ' We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra- 
phical sketch. It offers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to 
edify aXL.''— Tablet. 

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice. 
6d.; cloth, is. ; better bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

" An affecting and well-told narrative. .. It will be a great fa- 
vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people." 
— Universe. "We commend it to parents with sons under their 
care, and especially do we recommend it to those who are charged 
with the education and training of our Catholic youth." — Register. 

Inner Life of Pere Lacordaire. By Pere Chocarne. 

Translated by Augusta Theodosia Drane. 6s. 6d. 
Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis. With 

Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d. 
Life and Letters of Sir Thomas More. By A. M. 

Stewart Illustrated, 8vo., 10s. 6d. ; gilt, us 6d. 
Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit By Canon Doyle 

O.S.B. With a Photograph. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 
St Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her 

Institute. 1 2mo., 3s. 
Life of St Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s. 
Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c. By M. J. 

Arnold. 2s. 6d. 
Prince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young. 

By Rosa Mulholl and. 6<L Illustrated, 2s. 6d. 
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Life and Miracles of St Benedict. From St. Gregory 
the Great, by Rev. Dom E. J. Luck. 4to., 
10s. 6d. With 52 large Photographs, 31s. 6d. 
Small Edition, fcap. 8vo., 2s. ; stronger bound, 
2s. 6d. 

Life of St. Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s. 

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the 

Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the 

Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. 5s. 
Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigi From the French 

of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d. 

better bound, 5s. 
Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d. 
Life of Father Mathew. By Sister Mary Francis 

Clare. 2s. 6d. 
Life of St Patrick. i2mo. is.; 8vo., 6s., gilt, 10s. 
Life of St Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is. 
The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr. 

Husenbeth. Illustrated. 5s. 
Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Our Blessed 

Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is. 
Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury, is. and is. 6d. 
Life of St. Francis of Assisi. From St Bonaventure. 

By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d. 
Life of St German. 3s. 6d. 
Life of Cardinal Wiseman, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 6d. 
Life of Mgr. Weedall. By Dr. Husenbeth. 5s. 
Pius IX. By J. F. Maguire. 6s. 
Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G. White. 6d. 
Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin, ts. 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes: a Faithful Narrative of 

the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin. By F. C. 

Husenbeth, D.D. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is.; with 

Novena, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. Novena, separately, 

4<L; Litany, id., or 6s. per 100. Medal, id. 
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A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the 
Summer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two 
Illustrations, 2s. 

The History of the Blessed Virgin. By Orsini. Trans- 
lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the 

Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s. 

" The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have 
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a religious work, but it has 
all the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly 
find words to express our high admiration of it"— Weekly Register. 

Life of the Ven. Elizabeth Canori Mora. From the 
Italian, with Preface J by Lady Herbert, and 
Photograph. 3s. 6d. 

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu- 
tion of the Barricades. (1796 — 1849.) By the 
Chevalier O'Clery, M.P., K.S.G. 8vo. 7s. 6d. ; 
cheap edition, 3s. 6d. 

"The volume is ably written, and by a man who is acquainted 
with the subject about which he writes."— Athenaum. *' Well- 
written, and contains many passages that are marked by candour 
and amiability." — Guardian. 14 Mr. O'Clery's graphic and truthful 
narrative. . . . Written in an easy flowing style, the volume is by 
no means heavy reading." — Pilot. " It was a happy thought on 
the part of Mr. O'Clery to conceive the possibility of contributing 
something towards the removal of the existing ignorance ; and it 
was better still to have girded himself up to the task of giving exe- 
cution to his thought in the very able and satisfactory manner in 
which he has done his work." — The Month. 44 The author grasps 
the whole subject of the Revolution with a master mind .... From 
the first page to the last it is of absorbing interest."— Catholic Times. 
14 Written with the calmness of the historian, yet with something of 
the energy of faith, this book cannot fail to be most interesting to 
Catholics. The style is easy and enjoyable." — Tablet. "In every 
line of the book we find a vigour and freshness of mind, combined 
with a maturity of judgment on the great question at issue."— 
Wexford People. 

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph 

Powel, Z.P. With 4 Engravings. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

' ' It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho- 
lic public." — Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every pages 
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or 
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical Zouaves, the 
history of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their 
sufferings, and their troubles, will be valued as something more than 
a contribution to modern Roman history."— Freeman's Journal. 
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Rome and her^ Captors, t Letters collected and edited 
by Count Henri dTdeville, and translated by 
F. R. Wegg-Prosser. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 
"The letters describe the attempted capture of Rome by Gari- 
baldi ; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the 
seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel." — Dublin Review, " A series 
of letters graphically depicting the course of political events in Italy, 
and showing in its true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontese 
government, the intrigues of Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which 
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the 
volume to our readers. —Church Herald. " One of the most op- 
portune contributions that could be made to popular literature." — 
Cork Examiner. " We have read the book carefully, and have 
found ft full of interest."— Catholic Opinion. 

Personal Recollections of Rome. By \V. J. Jacob, 
Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. is. 6d. 
"An interesting description of the Eternal City . . / The value of 
the Pamphlet is enhanced by a catena of authorities on the Tem- 
poral Power." — Tablet. "All will read it with pleasure, and many 
to their profit." — Weekly Register. " We cordially recommend an 
attentive perusal of Mr. Jacob's book." — Nation. 

To Rome and Back. Fly-leaves from a Flying Tour. 
Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. i2mo., 2s. 
1 Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says, 
Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than 
of place and scene. 1 To Rome and Back ' refers to Rome and 
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as beautiful a celebra- 
ion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared." — Weekly 
Register. " We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a 
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's 
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with 
the noble, the beautiful, and the true."— The Month. " A charming 
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much 
thought in parts of the book." — Dublin Review. 

The First Apostles of Europe. The 2nd Edition of 
"The Conversion of the Teutonic Race." By 
Mrs. Hope. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 10s. 

"Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the 
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome and 
the world in general. . . It is a great thing to find a writer of a 
book of this class so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth 
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly 
unknown— or worse than unknown, utterly misconceived — by most 
of the writers of our smaller literature." — Saturday Review. "A 
brilliant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and the 
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly 
formed the Anglo-Saxon, or, more correctly, English people. . . • 
Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as 
well as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed.' 
— Northern Star. " This is a real addition to our Catholic litera- 
ture." — Tablet. " In the first place it is good in itself, possessing 



JR. Washboiirne, 18 Paternoster Row, London. 




1 8 JR. Washbournis Catalogue. 



considerable literary merit ; then it fills up a blank, which has never 
yet been occupied, to the generality of readers, and lastly and 
beyond all, it forms one of the few Catholic books brought out 
in this country which are not translations or adaptations from 
across the Channel. It is a growth of individual intellectual labour, 
fed from original sources, and fused by the polish of a cultivated 
and discerning mind."— Dublin Review. " Mrs. Hope's historical 
works are always valuable."— Weekly Register. "A very valuable 
work . . . Mrs. Hope has compiled an original history, which gives 
constant evidence of great erudition, and sound historical judgment/ 
—The Month. "This is a most taking book : it is solid history 
and romance in one." — Catholic Opinion. " It is carefully, and in 
many parts beautifully written, and the account of the Irish monks is 
most instructive and interesting."— Universe. 

BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MARSHALL. 

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church. 
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2s. 6d. 

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago : 
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a 
Bachelor of Arts. 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The writing is full of brilliancy and point."— Tablet. " It will 
deservedly attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness 
of its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro- 
bably gives of an individual experience." — The Month. 

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. is. 

"A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands his 
subject, and in addition is possessed of a rare power of language in 
which to put before others what he himself knows so well." — Uni- 
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things plain 
and intelligible as the author of 4 The Comedy of Convocation.' . . . 
The lecture is a model of argument and style." — Register. 

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic 
Church. 6d. 

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con- 
ference on Church Defence. 2s. 6d. 

" 1 Church Defence* is characterised by the same caustic irony, 
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis- 
tinguished its predecessor, the * Comedy of Convocation.' ... A 
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with." — Tablet. 

Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic 
observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders 
wince as much as it is to make all others smile." — Nonconformist. 

Marshalliana — The above 5 pamphlets in one volume, 
426 pages, 8vo., published at 10s. in paper 
covers, now offered for 6s. in cloth. 
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Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the 
Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s.; 
cheap edition, 2 s. 6d. 
" Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi- 
nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the 
witness of the early centuries regarding the holy places of Jerusalem, 
with archaeological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea- 
tise of the subject." — Month. "The author treats his subject with 
a thorough system, and a competent knowledge." — Church Herald. 

Dramas, Comedies, Farces, (See also page 26.) 
Bluebeard ; or, the Key of the Cellar. Drama in 3 

Acts. Children. 6d. 
The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Children. 

6d. 

Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes. 

Children. 6& 
St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male. is. 
St. William of York. A Drama in Two Acts. Male. 6d. 
He would be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. Male. 2s. 
He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male. 6d. 
The Enchanted Violin. Comedy in Two Acts. 

Male. 6d. 

Finola. An Opera, from Moore's Melodies, in Four 
Acts. is. 

Shandy Maguire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male. 2s. 
The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act. 

ByW. H. A. Female. 6d. 
The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts. 

Female. 6d. 

ErnsclifF Hall : or, Two Days Spent with a Great- Aunt. 

A Drama in Three Acts. Female. 6d. 
Filiola. A Drama in Four Acts. Female. 6d. 
The Secret. Drama in One Act By Mrs. Sadlier. 

Female, is. 

The Convert Martyr ; or, Dr. Newman's " Callista," 

dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2s. 
Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgated 

edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s. 

Comedies, in a. separate volume, 3s. 6d. 

Road to Heaven. A game for family parties, is. & 2s. 
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Adventures of a Captain. By Lady Blanche Murphy ... 4 o 

Adventures of a Oasquet, The. 2s. 6d., superior edition ... 4 o 

African FaWola ... 6 o 

Alba s Dream, and other Stories ... ... ... 6 0 

Alice Harmon, and other Tales. By an " Exile of Erin " ... 5 o 

All for Love ; or, from the Manger to the Cross ... ... 8 o 

Alsog's Church History. 3 vols. ... ... ... 60 o 

Amulet, The. By Conscience ... ... ,..40 

Anecdotes, Catholic. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 3 vols. ... n o 

Angel Guide ; or, Year of First Communion ... ... 3 6 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix ... ... ... 2 6 

Apostleshlp of Prayer. By Rev. H. Ramiere ... ...60 

Apostolic, An, Woman ; Sister Francis Xavier ... ... 10 o 

Ars Bhetorlca. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne ... 3 o 

Assunta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches... ... 6 o 

Barbara Leigh. A Christmas Sketch. By A. L. S. ...30 

Beauties of the Catholic Church. By Fr. Shadiier ... 8 o 

Bertha ; or, The Consequence of a Fault 2s. 6d. and ... 4 o 

Better Part, The. A Tale from Real Life ... ... 2 6 

Bible. Large 4to., morocco elegant, with clasps ... ... 72 o 

Bible. 4to,, cloth, 21s. ; French morocco, 27s. 6d. ; morocco 34 o 

Bible. 8vo., cloth, 8s. ; persian calf, 21s. ; morocco ... 25 o 
Bible. i8mo., cloth, 6s. ; roan, 7s. ; persian calf 8s. & 9s.; 

morocco, us. 6d. & 18s.; calf ... ... ... 20 o 

Bible History for the Use of Catholic Schools. By a 

Teacher. Illustrated ... ... ... ... 5 o 

Bible History for the Use of Schools. By Bishop Gilmour. 

Illustrated ... ... ... ... ... a o 

Blanche de Marsilly. An Episode of the Revolution ... 2 6 
Blessed Virgin In North America, Devotion to. By Fr. 

Macleod ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 0 

Blessed Virgin, Life of the. By Rt Rev. A. P. Dupan- 

loup, and others. Illustrated. ... ... ... 10 o 

Burgomaster's Daughter (Strange) ... ... ... 2 6 

Burke's Sermons and Lectures. 3 vols. ... ... 3° 0 

Butler's Lives of the Saints. 4 vols., 36s. ; gilt 40s. ; or, 

bound in 2 vols., 28s. ; gilt ... ... «.. ... 3 6 0 

See Lives of the Saints 

Cahill's Sermons and Lectures ... ... ... 12 o 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the Miraculous Conversion ... 2 6 

Cassllda ; or, The Moorish Princess of Toledo ... ... 2 6 
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Catholic Keepsake. A Gift Book for all Seasons ... 5 0 

Cathollo Youth's Library, 6 vols. ... ... ...12 o 

Or separately ; Mysterious Beggar, 2s.. ; The Recluse, 

2s. ;. The Two Brothers, 2s. ; Young Flower Maker, 2s. ; 

The Leper's. Son, 2s. ; The Dumb Boy, 2s. 

Catholicity in the Carolinas and Georgia. By Fr. O'Connell 12 o 
Christ in His Church ; Busingen's Church History, translated 

by Rev. R. Brennan. Illustrated ... ... ... 9 0 

Christian Life and Vocation. By Rev. J. Berthier ... 5 o 

Christian Mother. From the German of Rev. W. Cramer 3 o 

Christian Truths. Lectures by Rt. Rev. Bishop Chatard 6 o 

Christmas for our dear Little Ones, The First. Illustrated 6 o 

Church and Moral World. By Rev. A. J. The"baud, S.J. ... 15 o 

Church and the Gentile World. By the same. 3 vols. ... 24 o 

Church. .History. 1 By Alzog, 3 vols., 60s. 2 By Darras, 

4 vols., 48s. . 3 By Busingen, 9s. 4 By Brennan, 4s. 6d. 

Commandments of God. By Rev. M. Miiller ... ...10 o 

Communion, Holy. By Hubert Lebon ... ... ... 4 o 

Conscience's Works, 8 vols. ... ... ... ... 32 o 

The Amulet, 4s. ; The Conscript and Blind Rosa, 4s. ; 

Count Hugo, 4s. ; The Fisherman's Daughter, 4s. ; 

Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic and Gertrude, 

4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The Young Doctor, 4s. 
Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience ... ...40 

Consequence of a Fault. {Bertha), 2s. 6d. superfine edition 4 o 

Convert, The : Leaves from My Experience. By Brownson 8 o 

Cook Book for Lent (suited to all Seasons of the Year) ... 1 o 

Counsels for each Day in the Week {Friendly) ... ... o 6 

Count Hugo, of Graenhove. By Conscience ... ...40 

Crasset's Devout Meditations... ... ... ... 8 o 

Crown of Heaven, The. From the German of Stoeger ... 6 o 

Crown of Thorns, Mystery of . By a Passionate Father ... 5 o 

Dalaradia ; or, The Days of King Milcho. By W. Collins 4 o 

Darras's Church History. 4 vols. ... ... ... 48 o 

Divine Paraclete. Sermons. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o 

Divine Sanctuary, The. By the Rev. T. S. Preston ... 4 o 

Divinity Of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosecrans ... 2 6 

Dumb Boy {Catholic Youth) ... ... ... — 2 o 

Dupont (Leon Papln-) Life of {Holy Man of Tours) ... 6 o 

Ecclesiastical Law, Elements ol By Rev. S. B. Smith, D.D, 20 o 

VoL 2, Ecclesiastical Trials 18 o 

Emerald Gems. Irish Fireside Tales ... ... ... 6 o 

Epistles and Gospels, Explanation ot ByGoffine ... 9 o 
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Ethel Hamilton. By Anna T. Sadlier ... ... ... 3 ° 

Eucharist (Holy) and Penance. By Rev. M. Mttller ... 8 o 
European Civilization, Protestantism and Catholicity 

Compared. By Balmes ... ... ... ... * a o 

Evidences of Catholicity. By Archbishop Spalding ... 10 6 
Evidences of Religion. By L. Jouin, S.J. ... ... 6 o 

Faith of Our Fathers, The. By Rev. Archbishop Gibbons 4 o 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s. 
Father Oswald. A Genuine Catholic Story ... ... 4 0 

Fickle Fortune. A Story of Place La Greve ... ...40 

First Communicants, Instructions for. By Dr. Schmitt ... 2 6 
First Communicant, Little. (Life's Happiest Day) ... 4 o 
First Communion (My). From the German of Fr. Buchmann 4 o 
First Communion, Year of. (Angel Guide) ... ... 3 6 

Fisherman's Daughter, The. By Conscience ... ...40 

Fisherman's Daughter. Translated by Mrs. Monroe ... 4 o 

Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey 40 

Francis Xavler (St), Life ot From the Italian of Bartoli 8 o 
Friendly Voice-; or, the Daily Monitor ... ... ...06 

Future of Catholic Peoples. By Baron de Haulleville ... 6 o 
Genius Of Christianity. By Chateaubriand ... ... 10 6 

Gertrude (St) Manual ; or Spirit of Devotion, 504 pages ... 4 o 
God our Father. By a Father of the Society of Jesus ... 4 o 
God the Teacher of Mankind. By Rev. M. Mttller : Holy 

Eucharist and Penance, 8s. The Greatest and the First 

Commandment ... ... ... ... 10 o 

Gofflne's Epistles and Gospels 9 o 

Golden Sands. First and Second Series, each ... ... 4 o 

Great-Grandmother's Secret, The. as. 6d., superior edition 4 o 
Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated ... ... 4 o 

* Gretchen's Gift ; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. L. S. ... 3 o 

Guardian angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abbe* Chardon ... 40 
Happiness of Being Rich. By Conscience ... ...40 

Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 4 o 
Hill's Elements of Philosophy. 2 vols. ... ... 12 o 

History, Compendium ot By Kerney ... ... ... 5 o 

Holy Man of Tours ; or, the Life of Le*on Papin-Dupont ... 60 
Idols; or, The Secret of the Rue Chaussee d'Antin ... 6 o 
Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.J. ... ... 2 6 

Intellectual Philosophy. By Rev. J. De Concilio ... 8 o 
Invitation Heeded. By James Kent Stone ... ... 6 q 

Irish Faith In America. Recollections of a Missionary ... 4 o 
Irish Fireside Tales (Emerald)... ... ... ...60 

Irish Martyrs and Confessors, Lives ot By Myles O'Reilly; 

and History of the Penal Laws. By Rev. R. Brennan ... 12 o 
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Irish Race (The) Past and the Present. By Fr. Th&aud 10 o 
Jesuits 1 The. ByPaulFeval ... ... ... ... 3 6 

Joint Venture, The ; a Tale in Two Lands ... ...50 

Keraeys Compendium of History ... ... ... 5 o 

King's Page, The, and other Stories. By Anna T. Sadlier 3 o 
Knowledge and Love of Jesus Christ. St. Jure, 3 vols. ... 31 6 

LEO Xm„ Life and Acts of. With a Sketch of the Last Days 

of Pius IX. Edited by Rev. }. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated 6 o 
Leper's Son {Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Letters of a Young Irishwoman to her Sister ... ... 6 o 

Life of our Lord and the Blessed Virgin. By Rev. R. 

Brennan. Large 4*0., illustrated, half-morocco •••54 o 
Life's Happiest Day. By author of "Golden Sands" ... 4 o 
Llguorl (St) Life of ... ... ... ... ... 10 o 

literature, Student's Handbook of British and American. 

By Rev. O. L. Jenkins ... ... ... ... 10 6 

Little Lives of Great Saints. Illustrated ... ...50 

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart ... ... ... 2 6 

Little Saint of Nine Tears. From French of Mgr. de Segur 2 o 
Little Orator, and other-Tales ... ... ... ... 1 o 

Little Treatise on the little Virtues. By Fr. Roberti, S.J. 2 o 
Little Treatise on Little Sufferings ... ... ... x 6 

Lives of the Saints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 36s.!; gilt, 

40s. ; or bound in 2 vols., 8vo., 28s.; gilt ... ...36 o 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Tear. By Rev. 

F. X. Weninger, S.J. Illustrated ... ... ... 50 o 

Lives of the Saints, Pictorial, with Reflection for Every Day 15 o 
Lives Of Patron Saints. Illustrated {Patron) ... ...10 o 

Louisa Klrkbride. By Fr. Th&aud. Illustrated ... 10 o 
Louise Lateau. A Visit to Bois d'Haine. By F. Howe ... 6 o 
Ludovic and Gertrude. By Conscience ... ...40 

Maidens of Hallowed Names ... ... ... ... 4 6 

Maddalena ; The Orphan of the Via Media ... ... 40 

Marcelle. A True Story. 2s. 6d., superior edition ... 4 o 
Margaret Mary (Blessed), Letters of (Sacred Heart) ... 3 o 
Marriage, Sure Way to a Happy. By Fr. Taylor ... 4 o 
Mary, The Knowledge of. By Rev. J. de Concilio ... 6 o 
Mass (The). History of. By Rev. J. O'Brien ... ... 8 o 

Mass (The). The Holy Sacrifice for the Living and the 

Dead. By Michael MMler, CSS. R.... ... ...10 o 

Meditations, Devout. By Crasset. Translated by Dorsey 8 o 
Meditations for Every Day. By Vercruysse. 2 vols. ... 20 o 

Miraculous Conversion (Captain) ... ... ... 2 6 
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Moorish Princess of Toledo (Cassilda) ... 2 6 

More (Sir Thomas). By Mrs. Monroe ... ... ... 6 o 

Mother of Washington, and other Tales. ... ...10 

Muard, Lif e of Eev. M. J.B. By Rt Rev. Dom Robot, O. S. B. 6 o 
Mysterious Beggar (Catholic Youth's) ... ... ...20 

Names that Live In Catholio Hearts ... ... ... 4 6 

Neptune, The, at the Oolden Horn. Illustrated... ... 4 6 

Noethen'8 Church History ... ... ... ... 8 o 

Novitiate, Souvenir of the ... ... ... ... 4 o 

O'Mahony, The, Chief of the Comeragha. A Tale of '98... 6 o 

Only a Walfl By R. A. Braendle (' Pips ') . 40 

Orphan of Alsace ... ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Orphan of Moscow. By Mrs. Sadlier ... ... ... 3 o 

Paradise of God : or, the Virtues of the Sacred Heart ... 4 o 
Paradise on Earth ... ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Pastoral Medicine. Capellmann. Trans, by Rev. W. Dassel 6 o 
Patron Saints. By E. A. Starr. Illustrated ... ... 10 o 

Paulists' Sermons : Five Minutes, 1864, 1865, 1871, each... 6 o 
Pearl among the Virtues, The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S.J. 3 o 
Pedro's Daughter (Kings) ... ... ... ...30 

Penal Laws, History of (Iri sh Martyrs) ... ... ...12 6 

Perloo the Sad ; or, the Alvareda Family, and other Stories 6 o 
Philomena (St), Life and Miracles of ... ... ... 2 6 

Philosophy, Elements of, comprising Logic and General 

Principles of Metaphysics. By Rev. Fr. Hill, S.J. ... 60 

Philosophy, Ethics, or Moral. By W. H. Hill, S.J. ...60 

Pius DC, Last Days of. By Rev. J. £. Keller, S.J. ...60 

Priest of Auvrigny, The, etc. ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Protestant Reformation. By Archbishop Spalding. 2 vols., 

21s. Cheap edition in 1 vol. ... ... ... 14 o 

Protestant Reformation, &c. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 4 o 
Protestant and Catholic Civilisation Compared (Future) 6 o 
Raphaela. By Mile. Monniot ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Ravlgnan (Fr.), S. J., Life of. By Fr. de Ponlevoy ... 12 o 
Recluse, The (Catholic Youth's) ... ... ...20 

Religious, The. By Rev. J. B. St. Jure. 2 vols. ... 18 o 

Repertorium OratorlsSacri: Outlines of 600 Sermons. 4 vols. 52 6 
Richard ; or, Devotion to the Stuarts, 2s. 6d. superior edition 4 o 
Rituale Romanum. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed 

by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, 16s. ; morocco ... 25 o 
Rosary, The, and the Five Scapulars. By Rev. M. Mttller 6 o 
Sacred Chant, Manual of. ByFr. Mohr ... ... 2 6 

Sacred Heart, Devotions to. By Rev. S. Franco, S.J. ... 4 o 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s. 
Sacred Heart, Devotions to (Little) 20 
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Sacred Heart, Hours with ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Sacred Heart, Manual. By Fr. Schouppe ... ... z 6 

Sacred Heart, Pearls from the Casquet of ... ...30 

Sacred Heart, Virtues of . By Pere Boudreaux, S.J. ... 4 o 

Sally Cavanagh. By J. C. Kickham ... ... ... 4 6 

Sanctuary Boy's Illustrated Manual ... ... ... 6 o 

Scapulars (Five), The Devotion of. By Rev. M. Mtiller ... 6 6 

Sermon at the Month's Mind of Most Rev. Abp. Spalding 1 o 

Sermons, Repertorium Oratoris Sacri. 4 vols. ... 52 6 

Sermons. Divine Paraclete. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o 
Sermons. By the Paulists, 1864, 1865, 1871. Five Minutes, 

each ... ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Sermons and Lectures. By Father Burke, O. P. 3 vols. 30 o 

Sermons, Lectures, and Discourses. By Bp. Spalding ... 6 o 

Sermons, One Hundred Short. By Rev. Fr. Thomas ... 12 o 
Sermons on Our Lord, the B.V.M., and Moral Subjects. 

By Cardinal Wiseman. 2 vols. ... ... ... 16 o 

Sermons (53), Preached in the Albany County Peni- 
tentiary. By Rev. T. Noethen ... ... ... 5 o 

Sermons, Lectures, &c, of Rev. Dr. D. W. Oahlll ... 10 o 

Sermons or Lectures. By B. Chatard (Christian Truths) 6 o 

Seton, Mgr., Essays on various subjects, chiefly Roman ... 8 o 
Seton, Mrs., Foundress of the Order of Sisters of 

Charity ... ... ... ... ... ... 8 o 

Signs and Ceremonies, Teaching Truth by. Illustrated ... 6 o 

Sisters of Charity, Manual of ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Six Sunny Months, and other Stories ... ... ...60 

Society of Jesus, History of. ByDaurignac ... ... 10 o 

Spalding (Archbishop), Life of ... ... ... ...10 6 

Spalding's (Abp.) Works. 5 vols. ... ... ... 52 6 

Or separately : Evidences of Catholicity, 10s. 6d. Miscel- 
lanea, 2 vols., 21s. ; Protestant Reformation, 2 vols., 21s. 

Spiritual Man, The. By the Rev. J. B. Saint- Jure, S, J. ... 7 o 

Strange Village ... ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Stray Leaves from a Passing Life, and other Stories ... 6 o 

Teresa (St), Thoughts of, for every day in the Year ... 2 6 
Thalia; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical 

Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abbe* A. Bayle ... 6 o 
Theologia Moralis S. Alphonsi Compendium. Auctore A. 

Konings, C.SS.R. 24s. 2 vols, in 1, half-morocco ... 30 o 

Thesaurus Biblicus ; or, Handbook of Scripture Reference 25 o 

Thomas Aquinas (St.) Life of ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Thomas's One Hundred Short Sermons ... ... X2 o 

Truce of God. A Tale of the XI. Century. By Miles ... 4 o 

True Faith of our Forefathers ... ... nett 3 o 

True Men as We Need Them. By Rev. B. O'Reilly ... 10 6 
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Twelve Bisters. By Aunt Fanny. 12 vols. ... ... 15 0 

Or separately : Bertha's Book, Lucy's Book, Celia's 
Book, Katie's Book, Helen's Book, Agnes* Book, 
Mary's Book, Teresa's Book, Rosie's Book, Maggie's 
Book, Lizzie's Book, Baby's Book, each ... ... 20 

TWO Brothers {Catholic Youth s Library) ... ...20 

Ubaldo and Irene. By Fr. Bresciani, S.J. 2 vols. ... 16 o 

Vacation Days. By author of "Golden Sands" ... 4 o 

Village Innkeeper, The. By Conscience ... ... 4 o 

Village Steeple, The. A Tale 2 6 

Vincent's (St.) Manual ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Visits to the Blessed Sacrament (Friendly) ... ...06 

Vows, Catechism of. By Cotel ... ... ... 3 o 

What Catholics do not Believe. By Bishop Ryan ... 1 o 
Wiseman's (Cardinal) Essay a 6 vols. ... ... ... 36 o 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Sermons on Our Lord and B. V. M., 

and Moral Subjects. 2 vols. ... ... ... 16 o 

Young Doctor. By Conscience... ... ... ... 4 o 

Young Flower-Maker (Catholic Youth's) ... ...20 

Zeal In the Work of the Ministry. By Abbe* Dubois ... 10 o 

ata (St), Life of 30 

Vercruysse's Meditations for Every Day. 2 vols. ... 20 o 



DRAMAS, etc. 
Babbler, The. A Drama in One Act By Mrs. J. Sadlier. Male x o 
Christmas Tree. Drama, One Act (Mixed) ... ... 1 o 

Double Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of 

Placidus in the "Martyrs of the Coliseum." By Rev. 

A. J. O'Reilly. Male ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Elder Brother, The. A Drama in Two Acts. By Mrs. J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... 1 o 

Invisible Hand, The. A Drama in Three Acts. Male ... 1 o 
Irish Heroine. A Drama in 5 Acts. By Rev. J. de 

Concilio (Mixed) ... ... ... ... ... 1 o 

Julia ; or, The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act. By 

Mrs. J. Sadlier. Female ... ... ... ... 1 o 

Knights of the Cross, The . A Sacred Drama in Three Acts. 

Male ... ... ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Laurence and Xystus ; or, the Illustrious Roman Martyrs. 

A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. Male ... ... 2 o 

Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Male 2 o 
Maria Antoinnette. An Historical Drama. Female ... 2 o 
St. Helena ; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama 

in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. Female ... 1 6 
St. Louis In Chains. A Drama in Five Acts. Male ... 2 o 
Sylvia's Jubilee, and 3 other Dramas for the Young, cloth... 6 o 
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For the convenience of purchasers the following books referred to in 
the previous pages are arranged according to price: 



6d. 



The Brigand Chief, and other 
Tales 

Now is the Accepted Time, and 

other Tales 
What a Child can Do, and other 

Tales 

Sowing Wild Oats, and other 
Tales 

The Two Hosts, and other Tales 
The Lost Children of Mount St. 
Bernard 

The Baker's Boy ; or, the 

Results of Industry 
A Broken Chain 
Life of Paul Seigneret 
Prince and Saviour 
Mary Christina of Savoy 
Count de Montalembert 
Pope Pius IX. By White 



The Golden Thought of Queen 
Beryl ; The Brother's Grave 

The Rod that Bore Blossoms ; 
Patience and Impatience 

Clare's Sacrifice 

Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
Schmid's, The Canary Bird 

The Dove 

The Inundation 

The Rose Tree 

The Water Jug 

The Wooden Cross 

Sir iElfric, and other Tales 
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a 

Good Action 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 
Various Dramas (see page 19) 



Is. 



Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom 
The Fairy Ching 
The Two Friends 
Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Tableaux Vivants , and other Tales 
Wet Days, and other Tales 
The Bells of the Sanctuary 
Bessy; or, the Fatal Consequence 

of Telling Lies 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance 
The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal 
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 

Temptation 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture 
Schmid's Canary Bird (gilt) 

Dove (gilt) 

Inundation (gilt) 

Rose Tree (gilt) 

Water Jug (gilt) 

Wooden Cross (gilt) 

St. Patrick 

St. Bridget and other Saints of 
Ireland 



Walter Ferrers' School Days 

Bertram Eldon 

Story of a Paper Knife 

Terry O'Flinn 

The Village Lily 

The Angels and the Sacraments 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

Rosalie ; or, The Memoirs of a 

French Child 
Sir iElfric and other Tales 
Little Orator, and other Tales 
Mother of Washington, and other 

Tales [Ward 
Sir Thomas Maxwell and his 
Story of an Orange Lodge 
Diary of a Confessor of the Faith 
Countess Adelstan 
Paul Seigneret 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resur- 
rection of Our Lord 
St. Edmund of Canterbury 
Our Lady of Lourdes 
The Ever Blessed Virgin 
The Victories of Rome 
The Infallibility of the Pope 
Cardinal Wiseman 
Stories for my Children 
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Little Books of St. Nicholas. Tales for Children. By F. 

B. Bickerstaffe Drew. is. each. Nos. i to 6 are ready. 

x. Oremus ; 2. Dominus Vobiscum ; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per 
Jesum Christum ; 5. Veni Creator ; 6. Credo ; 7. Ave Maria ; 
8. Ora pro nobis ; 9. Corpus Christi ; 10. Dei Genitrix ; 11. Re- 
quiem ; 12. Miserere ; 13. Deo Gratias ; 14. Guardian Angel. 

Is. 6d. 

The Old Prayer Book, and 
Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt) 



Agnes Wilmott 's History 
Kainer ; or, the Usurer s Doom 

J 8 ^ , , u e C(giU) 

The Angels and the Sacraments 
The Fairy Ching (gilt) [Tales 
The Golden Thought and other 
The Two Friends (gilt) 
Tableaux Vivants, and other 

Tales (gilt) Hgilt) 
Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt) 
A Daughter of S. Dominick 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance (gilt) [Lies 
The Fatal Consequence of Telling 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture (gilt) [(gilt) 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 
Terry O'Flinn Paul Seigneret 



Catherine s Promise, andNorah's 

Temptation (gilt) 
Legends of the Xlllth Century. 

3 volumes each, is. 6d. 
The Village Lily (gilt) 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
The Memoirs of a French Child 
The Feasts of Camelot. 2 vols. 
Sir iElfric and other Tales (gilt) 
Last of the Catholic O'Malleys 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Bible Stories from the Old Test. 
Sophia and Eulalie — Catholic 

Pilgrim's Progress 
Cardinal Wiseman 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 



Walter Ferrers* School Days 

The Mission Cross 

A Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt) 

Bessy ; or, the Fatal Conse- 
quences of Telling Lies (gilt) 

The Adventures of a Protestant 
in Search of a Religion 

Life in Iceland 

To Rome and Back [(gilt) 
tiildn 



2s. 

Bible History. 



Fairy Tales for Little Children 

2s. 6d. 



Illustrated 
Rosalie ; or,' the Memoirs of a 

French Child (gilt) 
Last of the Catholic O'Malleys 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 
Terry O'Flinn (gilt) 
Life of St. Wenefred 
Paul Seigneret (gilt) 
A Month at Lourdes 



Bobbie and Birdie 

Bible Stories from the Old Test. 

The Monk of the Monastery of 
Yuste (Charles V.) 

My Golden Days 

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart 

Cassilda ; or, the Moorish Prin- 
cess of Toledo 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the 
Miraculous Conversion 

Catherine Hamilton 

Catherine Grown Older 

Simple Tales [a Fault 

Bertha ; or the Consequences of 



Farleyes of Farleye 
Sir Humphrey's Trial 
Eagle and Dove 
Tales and Sketches 
Countess Adelstan [Terror 
Recollections of the Reign of 
Story of the Life of St. Paul 
Recollections of Card. Wiseman 
Prince and Saviour 
Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 
Father Mathew Holy Places 
Comedy of Convocation 
Oxford Undergraduate 
Harmony of Anglicanism 
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The Three Wishes 
Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix 
The Better Part 
Blanche de Marsilly 
The Burgomaster's Daughter 
The Dumb Boy 
Life of St. Zita 

Indian Sketches [nicants 
Instructions for First Coramu- 
Great-Grandmother's Secret 
The Leper's Son 
Marcelle The Recluse 



2s. 6d. (continued). 



The Adventures of a Casquet 
Life of St. Mary Magdalene 
The Mysterious Beggar 
The Orphan of Alsace 
Life of St. Philomena 
The Priest of Auvrigny 
Strange Village and other Stories 
The Two Brothers 
The Village Steeple 
The Young Flower Maker 
Sister Mary Frances of the Five 
Wounds 



38. 



True Wayside Tales [Authors 
Gathered Gems from Spanish 
The Battle of Connemara 
Industry and Laziness 
Catherine Hamilton (gilt) 
Catherine Grown Older (gilt) 
Rupert Aubray 
Story of Marie and other Tj * 
Gretchen's Gift 



rales 



Out in the Cold World 
Jack's Boy 

The Conquest of Grenada 
The Catholic Pilgrim's Progress 
From Sunrise to Sunset 
Rest, on the Cross 
The Feast of Camelot 
Tales from many Lands 
Canon Schmid's Tales 
Tim O'Halloran's Choice 
Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales 
Fluffy : a Tale for Boys 
The Adventures of a Protestant 

in Search of a Religion 
The Barrys of Beigh 
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt) 
The Heroine of Vesuvius 
Tales and Sketches (gilt) 
St. German 
St. Francis of Assisi 
Stories of Martyr Priests 

Maidens of Hallowed Names 
Adventures of a Casquet 
My First Communion 
Fisherman's Daughter. By 

Munroe 
Great Grandmother's Secret 



2nd Series 
3rd Series 
4th Series 
5th r 



Percy Grange 

Chats about the Commandments 
Cistercian Legends 
Chats about the Rosary 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Pearl among the Virtues 
Barbara Leigh The Lost Son 
Ethel Hamilton 
St. Angela Merici 

3s. 6d. 

Legends of the Saints 
Stories of the Saints. 1st Series 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of Holy Lives 
Blessed Giovanni Columbini 
Sister Mary Cherubina Clare 
Gregory Lopez, the Hermit 
St. Columbkille 
Ven. Canori Mora 
The History of the Blessed Virgin 
History of the Italian Revolution 
Two Years in the Pontifical 
Zouaves 

The Oxford Undergraduate of 

Twenty Years Ago 
Festival Tales 
Life in the Cloister 
The Jesuits. By Paul Feval 

48. 

Paradise of God 
Bertha ; or, the Consequence of 
a Fault 

Dalaraida ; or, the Days of King 

Milcho 
Life's Happiest Day 
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4s (continued). 



Conscience's, The Amulet 
The Young Doctor 
The Fisherman's Daughter 
Count Hugo 

The Conscript and Blind Rosa 
The Village Innkeeper 
Happiness of Being Rich 
Ludovic and Gertrude 
Cloister Legends 
The Truce of God 
The Prussian Spy 
Memoirs of a Guardian Angel 
Rome and her Captors 



Adventures of a Captain 
Fickle Fortune 
The Four Seasons 
Golden Sands, zst Series 
Golden Sands. 2nd Series 
Greetings to the Christ Child 
God our Father 

The King's Page and other 

Stories 
Marcelle. A true story 
Only a Waif 

Souvenir of the Novitiate 
Vacation Days 



58. 



My Lady at Last 

Recollections of a Missionary 

The Rose of Venice 

The Days of King Milcho 

Only a Waif Eagle and Dove 

Father Benvenuto Bambozzi 

Limerick Veteran 

The Victims of the Mammertine 

Albertus Magnus 

St. Vincent Ferrer 

St. Bernardine of Siena 



St. Philip Benizi 

St. Veronica Giuliani 

St. John of God 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Life of Our Lord [America 

Devotion to Our Lady in North 

Alice Harmon and other Tales 

Bible History. Illustrated 

The Joint Venture 

Catholic Keepsake 

Little Lives of Great Saints 



68. 



Life of Mother Mary Jacqueline 

Favre, and others 
Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne 

Fardel, and others 
St. Patrick St. Columba 

St. Boniface 
Holy Places 
Marshalliana 

Shakespeare. Expurgated edition 
The First Christmas for our dear 

Little Ones 
Sir Thomas More 
The Mysterious Castle 
Perico the Sad and other Tales 
Panegyrics of Father Segneri 



The Knowledge of Mary 
The O'Mahony 
Raphaela 

Six Sunny Months and other 
Stories 

Stray Leaves and other Stories 
Thalia. An Historical Tale 
The Two Brides 
Alba's Dream and other Stories 
Assunta Howard and other 

Stories 
Emerald Gems 

Letters of a Young Irishwoman 

to her Sister 
Louise Lateau 



68. 6d., to 488. 



Pere Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey, 6s. 6d. 
The Italian Revolution, 7s. 6d. 
Life of St. Francis Xavier, 8s. 
Goffine's Explanation of the 



Illus- 



Epistles and Gospels. 

trated. 8s. 
Life and Acts of Leo XIII. and 

Last Days of Pius IX. 8s. 
Killed at Sedan, 10s. 6d. 
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Lives of the Early Popes, 10s. 

The First Religious of the 
Visitation. 2 vols. , 10s. 

The First Apostles of Europe. 
2 vols. , 10s. 

St. Patrick. 10s. 

Patror Saints. 10s. 

Life of St. Ligouri, 10s. 

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus- 
trated. 10s. 

Genius of Christianity. 10s. 6d. 

Louisa Kirkbride. 10s. 6d. 

True Men as we need them. 
10s. 6d. 

Albertus Magnus. 10s. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. 10s. 6d. 

Catholic Anecdotes. 3 vols., us. 

Catholic Youth's Library. 6 
vols., 12s. 



Pere Ravignan, 12s. 
Lives of Irish Martyrs and Con- 
fessors. 1 23. 
Spalding'sTleformation, 14s. 
Pictorial Lives of the Saints. 15s. 
Twelve Sisters. 12 vols. , 15s. 
Ubaldo and Irene. 2 vols. , 16s 
Lives of the Saints for every Day 

in the Year. 25s. 
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 

2 vols., 28s., gilt, 36s. 
St. Jure's Knowledge and Love 

of Our Lord. 3 vols. , 31s. 6d. 
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 

4 vols., 32s., gilt, 40s. 
Cardinal Wiseman's Essays. 6 

vols., 36s. 
Darras' Church History. 4 vols., 

48s. 



HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP. 

A Beautiful Design : All who have seen it admire 
it, and say Nothing equals it. 

Price 6d, or post free, on a roller, Sd. Twelve copies 
4^. 6d., or $s. post free. 
Medals, 3d., 4d., and 6d. each. 

FIRST COMMUNION CARD. 

m This is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends 
itself to all who have seen it. It is also arranged 
as a Memento of Confirmation. 

Price is., or post free, on a roller, is. 3d Twelve copies 
for gs., or post free gs. 6d. 
Medals in Silver, is., 2s., and 3s. 6d. each. 

CHILDREN OF MARY CARD. 

Price gd, or post free, on a roller, is. 
Medals, 2d. and 3d. each ; or in Silver, is., is. 6d., 2s. 
3s., 4s., 5s., 6s. 6d., and 10s. 6d. each. 
Cluld of Mary Manual, Is. 

R. WashbournJs COMPLETE Catalogue, post free 
P. WashbournJs M onthly List, post free. 



THE CHILD'S PICTURE PRAYER 
BOOK. 

In simple language and in large type, on good paper, beautifully 
Uustrated. 

The Contents of the book are Morning Prayers, The Angelus, Grace 
before and after Meals, Night Prayers, Litany of the Blessed Virgin, The 
Memorare, Prayers during Holy Mass, Divine Praises, Benediction of the 
Most Blessed Sacrament, Hymns, De Profundis, and the Rosary for the 
Dead. 

The illustrations are 16 In number, each occupying a 
full page. 

The binding is in cloth, with a cover designed expressly for the book, 
and the price, with the pictures in two tints, is Is., or in stronger bind- 
ing, Is. 6d., or with gold on the side, 2s. ; with the pictures m seven 
colours, Is. 6d. f or in stronger binding, 2s., or with gold on the side, 
2s. 6d., and with gilt edges 8s., and with full gilt side 3s. 6d., in French 
morocco, 3 .6d., or extra gilt 4s., in calf, 5s., or extra gilt, 6s. 



THE LITTLE GARDEN ILLUSTRATED. 

Abridged in the Latin, with 16 full-page Illustrations : cloth, Is., with 
Epistles and Gospels, Is. 6d. ; roan, Is. 6d. ; French morocco, 2s. 
ditto, extra gilt, 2s, 6d. ; calf or morocco, 8s. 6d. ; ditto, extra gilt, 
4s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels 6d. extra on the above. 



R. WASHBOURNE'S POPULAR EDITION 

OF 

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL. 



This edition of The Garden of the Soul is especially distinguished by 
bearing the Imprimatur of the Cardinal- Archbishop of Westminster. 
Amongst the many valuable additions, not before inserted in The Garden 
of the Soul, will be found the rites of administering the Sacraments in 
Latin and English, Devotions to the Sacred Heart, Devotion of the 
Quarant 'Ore, the Prayers for a Journey, or Itinerarium, Devotions to 
the Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cross, the Devotion of the Bona 
Mors, and many other devotions, and the Vespers in ordinary use. 
Especial attention is directed to the excellent paper and bold type used 
n the edition. 

Embossed, Is. ; with rims and clasps, Is. 6d. ; with Epistles and 
Gospels Is. 6d. ; with rims and clasp, 2s. French morocco, 2s. ; with 
rims and clasps, 2s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels, 2s. Od.; with 
rims and clasps, 8s. French morocco, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. : with 
rims and clasp, Ss. ; with Epistles and Gospels, 8s. ; with rims and 
clasp, 8s. 6d. 

Calf or morocco, 4s., with clasp, 5s. 6d. ; extra gilt, 5s., or 6s. 6d. with 
clasp. Calf or morocco, extra gilt, 5s., with clasp, 6s. 6d. Morocco, 
with two patent clasps, 12s. Morocco antique, with corners and two 
clasps, 18s. Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., 10s. Gd., 13s. Russia, 
with clasp, 10s. , 12s. 6d. Russia antique, with corners and two clabps, 
20s. Ivory, with rims and clasp, 12s. 6d., 16s., 20s., 22s. 6d. 
Any of the above can be had with Epistles and Gospels, 6d. extra 
The Epistles and Gospels may be had separately, cloth, 6d., or 4a. Cd. 
per dozen ; roan, Is. 6d. • 
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